




OrtAJUO 


HARLOW PEASE 


ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW 

BUTTE, MONTANA 


February 4, 1926, 


Dear Mr. Canfield: 


I have put in another shift looking fo r 
whatever archives of mine contain the Arkansas protest of 
Cassius Johnson, and still no luck; hut I have not abandoned 
the quest; meanwhile I owe a reply to your letter of the 31st. 
Regarding my suggestion concerning an additional 

§ eld of ‘Americana 1 , I cannot now recall whether I limited 
is to legal curios or something further. I will he most 
glad to have you refresh my mind on this, and to furnish 

what I can for the symposium.-It was the Montana supreme 

court which rendered that judgment of Solomon I mentioned in 
my last, The pure and mealy-mouthed opinion of the court is 
found in State v. Griffith, 184 Pacific 219. The next time 
you are in a law library, read both that and State v. McGlynn, 
one of my cases, 199 Pac. 708. 

Your mentioned interest in the Red farmers of 
Sheridan county is provocative. To whet your interest, £ will 
not go further than to state that, save for a holdover county 
commissioner, every elective official including a district 
judge went in on the Farmer-Labor ticket. The sheriff, one 
member of the legislature and one county commissioner were 

active members formerly of the I.W.W.-The 'Hation' is a 

bit weak on its western news service, I think-depends mostly 

on volunteer stuff; about all Mr. Villard knows about- Montana 
is some waimed-over misinformation about two fakirs named 
Walsh and Wheeler, who now constitute the left wing of the 
Anaconda company. 

I see you have me pegged as a lonesome accident 
in an industrial despotism. You have the environment right, 
but not so much the lonesomeness. Belligerent resistance is 
always smoldering here, and the company never knows when 
another bunch of trouble may break out either in Butte or 
among the farmers. The local atmosphere (except in times of 
extraordinary remedies, like the 1920 Massacre of Anaconda 
Road) is one of cynicism on both sides, with mutual civility 
and considerable respect. E.g., although I have represented 
the I.W.W. both here and in Idaho since five or six years past, 
and still do, I am on ordinary terms with the A.C.M. legal 
staff. We are free, at least, from the domination of the 
Babbit try, for whom there is a healthy scorn in most circles. 
There are some odd contradictions: Many bootleggers are 
radicals. The A.C.M. controls both Knights of Columbus and 
Masons, but never contributes to the Y.M.C.A. The largest 
denominational group in the "Y" is Catholic. And so on.—Of 
course, this is Butte. Rural Montana, in particular the hick 
towns, tends to Ku Klux, but almost anywhere you may meet a 
retired rebel or modem philosopher. We get by, and enjoy 
the show. 

Sincere!: 
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■ .OM THE WANE 

,re, 

e there, 

£ou from all harms, 
m the wake. 

n, 

orn, 

have a ohat, 

, Shoot the Cat. 

e, 

llie's clothes; 

? 

o shoot your cat. 
ming on, 

■ 

name it fro his sake, 
ome-from-the-Wake. 

he a man, 
nd, 

le shake, 

ome from the wake. 
SAILOR LAD 

Oh, it won't be in th)e kitfohen, 
v It won't be in the halu, 7 
But it will be in the aaoK yard up against the wall. 

It won't be by the tinlnew, it won't be by the clown. 

But it will by the sailAr lad who sails the world around. 

And now my pretty maidefcAtake a little advice ,from me. 

And never trust a sailar Lad one inch above your knee, 

For he will run your dresses up and run your colors down. 

And then you'll have something underneath your apron. 

, FRAGMENT OF A.E.F. SONG 

Cap!tan pato clinquants' franos, clinquante francs, cdinquante francs, 
Capitan pay No inquartte franos, 

Couohez aveoNmoiar; * 

Corporal pay jnnq franos, cinq francs, cinq francs. 

Corporal pay/cinq franos, 

Couohez avec moiN 

With intexmedi^te ranks and currencies. 

IRISH FAVORITE DITTY 

For Ireland was Ireland when England was a pup. 

And Ireland will be Ireland when England's gobbled up, 

So get down upon your bloody knees upon the bloomin'* grass, 

; And stick your dirty English face right up my Irish ass. 
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C r&wfo rds vi11e,Ind. 


Ms rch 4th,1926. 


Dear Mr.Canfield--- 

Perhaps I raised your hopes too high as to my 
knowledge of the origin of The Bastard King---I didn't know 
the author oersonally,or have any documentary evidence that 
he was the author,but his story sounds a good deal more logical 
than the one to the effect that Kipling wrote it and was black¬ 
balled for the job of poet laureatefor that reason---or,for 
that matter,than any one of the other theories as to it's 
parentage. 

A college friend of mine who used to life-guard on 
one of the New Jersey beaches by way of summer vacations be¬ 
came acquainted with a semi“literary gentleman in the course 
of his duties three years ago.The literary gentleman was at the 
time continuing the good work of who ever started tne £ ran* 

Merriwell or Tom Swift or possibly Elsie Dinsmore series it 
wasn't The Rover Boys,at least.He had been in a Middle »e3eern 

Officer's Training Camo during the early mart of tne war and 
had been called upon to give some sort of entertainment at a 
farewell for a departing batch of Second fcjumjuuuutixx Lieutenants. 
According to his story he fillet up on-good training-camp mule 
and produced The Bastard King ifter a couole of hours of agony. 
The Shavetails departed to other camps and carried copies witn 
them. 

Anyway it's a good story.The thing must have been 
originated recently ana circulated by comparatively intelligent 

people a 3 all the versions I've heard-from widely separated 

origins —-have been almost identical.My friend is alive and re¬ 
motely connected with the City News Bureau in Nww Yor.. I snail 
write to him soon and get the name of the party'who made the 
claim and he can be cornered and a confession wrung from him.If 
he's really responsible he should be doing something more than 



As several'of' the things you want a. re to be found in the 
enclosed pamphlet I'm sending it instead of copying them— 
there may be something else in it that will interest you more 
than those I recommended. 

Blind Bone,the pamphlet's publisher,played the violin and 
his partner,Worth Youngblood played the guitar;both of them sang 
after a fashion.They used to make county fairs,picnics etc. thru 
this part of the country and olayed most of the ballads popular 
in the district.Bone added to his income by selling these booklets 

-he seems to have had little regard for copyrights as several 

of the selections are still protected. 

Neither of them could write and the obvious errors in meter 
and the misused words are probably due to misunderstandings when 
they learned the songs and when they dictated them for publication. 


Pearl Bryan and Lazy Man are probably products of this dis¬ 
trict.Pearl Bryn was a. native of Greencastle, Indiana,and. t-iere is 


at least one other commemorative poem to her. 

Roving Gambler,The Widow's Daughter, and Jackie Frazer are of 


lish origin and Lady Gay is reminisce 
Scotch ballad.I have marked the songs 
published e,nd I believe most of the o 


nt of the Twelth Century 
which I arn sure have been 
thers are authentic.Many of 


Eng 


them are of foreign origin but localized by the singers. 


I suppose you have most of the old bar-room favorites but if 

any of this list appeals to you I can send them- 

Lydia Pinkharn 

When I Was A Youngster In Texas 
The Bastard King of England 
Christopher Colotobo 
Down in the Lehigh Valley 
Our Liz 

---however I imagine that even the ex¬ 
press company would object if you published any of them. 





furthering the atirocities of literature I mentioned.How 
sober he was vvnen ne told my friend the story I can’t say 
but a man who could oroduce The Bastard King should be able 
to hold his licker indefinitely. 

I'm enjoying your communications very much and 
certainly want to get a look at the finished oroduct.If you 
decide to use any of the stuff l've sent and want any historical 
data on it let me know. 


Very truly yours, 



Sometime,when you re thru with them,I'd like to see 

all the verses of Frankie and Johnny 1 ha.ven't that many myself. 

I think I remember about twenty-five and have eight or ten more 

stuck around somewhere.That ballad was my first love-at one 

time I intended to publish(orivately,of course,and a very small 
edition)the whole thing with as much of its history as I could 
gather.I'd even gone so far as to sketch two or three pen-and- 
ink illustrations for it--~I ran across the sketches the other 
day and as orinting is eheao in these parts I may 

do it yet,altho I don t know what i'll do with it when I get it 
printed. 

By the way,is your book to be illustrated? 





The Allen A Company 


MANUfACTUBERS OF 


Hosiery and 


Underwear 


ALJ-EN B. BROWN 
Brackea Bldg., Kansas City, Mol 


Kenosha .Wisconsin ,U.S. A. 
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The little black bull came down from the mountain 
Long Time ago.' 

His prick was long and his balls hung low. 
Hooston, Yonny, Hooston. 

His prick was lorg and his balls hung low. ~ 

Long time ago. , 


Chorus as before, but in each case 
substituing the l/rt iwn ilTWiflB 77 u>u£/»<*g 

of the verse in question, in place of ' 

"The Tittle black bull came down from the mouI£tain ,, 
as given above. 

They turned him loose in a field of heifers 
Hooston, yonny,Hooston. 

They turned him ISO'Se in a field of heifers * 

tong Time ago. 

Chorus 


pe whet his tool on an ashen sapling. 
Hooston Yonny Hooston 
He whet his tool oh an ashen sapling 
Long Time ago. " 

•'Chorus. ..... , 

Nine bull calves were born that season 
Hoos ton, Yonny, Hooston 
Nine bull alves were born- that season 
Long Time ago. 

Chorus. 


The Little black bull went back to the mountain 
Hooston,Yonny, Hooston. 

The little black bull went back to the mountain 
Long time ago. 

Chorus. 


His prick was bent and his back was broken 
Hooston, Yonny, Hooston. 

His prick was bent and his back was broken 
Long time ago. 

I have never heard the air to the above anywhere else, it is 
quite good. 1 ' 
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i*r*h 


There once nas a Spnai^HJ$^A6fci(v0lieIt d 1'iMll/ cl lb^JStl'ibk) 
Who lived in a greiEtt big castilio(ClicS: clicS: clihk click) 
He was proud of his trol-lol^lol-liliQJ 
And the works of his tv/eddle’-dum 'dee l( Cl'i'Ck' c clicl 


(Castanets and Gi&bust).; 

One day he went to the theatpio 
. And he-samf there a pretty signora 
So he showed her his tra-la-la-lilioJ 
And the wor.:s of hfs tweedle-dum-dee.' 

(Castanf^ls and chorus) 

That night he took [her to castilio 
And he laid her upon a Lbig pilly-o 
And he thrust up hfs tra-la-la-lilio 
In thw works of her tweedie-dum dee. 

(Castsfpets and Chorus) 

Next week he wept fo the doctorio 
Its the Doctor ”y|u have - r the' syph11io M " 
And he showed : him^liis t : ra-la-la-lilio 
In the works of your tweedle-dum-dee. 
h - (Castanets and Chorus) 

Now he sits all alone in Castilio . 

With a big wad of qotton bactil io 
And he swabs off Bjls tra-la-la-lilio 
And. the works of hist tv;eedle-dum. dee. 

Chorus... 


iOi 


'■ ‘A Hi '.ah \ >;;; (.{ • 


S' 


The air to the above is quite catchy, and panishy...good song. 
There may be other verses, I don*t know... ;never heard them. 


Of course you have teat master of Spanish songs..Christopher Colombo 
I do not know it, but can get it, advise if you do. I only recall 
one verse, or fragment, of verse.... 

In fourteen hundred and ninety two 

Columbus crossed the Atlantic 

g,nd when he found there was no tail ' • 

It almost drove him frantic. 

I heard several more verses here in Kansas City only last week, 
however, and can lay my hands on them, if you so advise. 

It relates the whole story of what Christopher and his sailors 
really did on the cruise. 

Up in Wisconsin I heard a good songsome years ago, and' it ran , 
like this, music on request, as I have said before. 

The Little slack Bull 

The little black bull came down from the mountain^’ , 

Hooston, Yonny, Hooston.’ '—^ 

The little black bull cane down f "om the mountain 
Lon g time ago. 

Chorus, as follows. 

Long time ago.' ■ 

Long time ago.’ 



38 Washington Square, 
Hew York, Llarch 30. 


<**9m 


Ar. Alan Sterne, 
Rochester,H.Y. 






Dear l.Ir. Steyne: 

I a:.; in sympathy with your desire to compile the bar¬ 
room ballads before it is"too late; end want, of course, to make sure 
of getting a copy of the compilation. Perhaps some of these fragments^ 
from memory.will help you a bit: 

• UNIDENTIFIED CHORUS 

/) 

'Tis a long-haired slut for a woljf hound, 

'Tis a spotted sow for a boar, 

’Tis a red-headed ~i.rl for a son of a bitch, 

'Tis a blue-eyed boy for a whore. 

Amen. 


THE!STIC DITTY 


lor.God made man 

And man .made money 

And God madTe bees 

And bees made honey 

And Tod made a rabbit 

And sent it throng! the grass 

And God made a dog I 

Bor to lick the rat It's ass. J 

'VHOBEHOUSB CHANT 

Chancres, blue-ballo, crabs and lice, 

I've had 'em all and some of 'em twice, 

But the e--k s— tfer who cuts a whore's price, 

Is a son of a bite!., by Jesus 'hrist! 

CHORUS OF C0.L01.1B0 SONG 

He knew the world was round-o, 

'-'is balls hung to J he ground-c, 

This God damned stinking son of a bitch 
fas Christopher Colombo. 

^ PRAGAENT OF THE DYING 'THOSE 

For 'twas first to the alehouse 
And then to the dancehouse 
And then to the whoreftbuse 
And then to my grave. 

CHORUS 

Oh, play the fife ; lowly and beat the drum lowly 
And play the whore's march as they carry me on, 

And let six jolly sportsmen carry a bunch of red roses 
So they will not 3:: ell me as they carry men on. 

PARODY CHORUS 

Oh, I stuck my nose up a nannygoat's ass 
The stink was enough to blind, me*, 

And I left my prick for a walking stick 
"ith the girl I left behind me. 








WABASH 7528 


®}t (Argus ^ook 

NEW. OLD AND RARE BOOKS 
INTELLIGENT SERVICE 

434 So. Wabash Ave. 
CHICAGO 

February 2, 1926 


Mr. Hubert Canfield 
Pittsford, New York 

Dear Sir: 

I have your letter of January 28 in which you 
acknowledge our order for 26 copies of THE GUTTER 
SONGS OF AMERICA. 

You may be interested to know that Mr. John Mo 
Ciure of New Orleans onoe began to collect mate¬ 
rial of a similar nature for precisely the same 
kind of a volume. The proposed title was to have 
been THE SUBMERGED FOLK BALLADS OF AMERICA. 

Mr. McClure retained the material that we had, and 
with his own, a good deal would probably bp obtain¬ 
able from him. 

If you have not already a copy of THE BALLAD OF 
SPEARMINT GUM, JE suggest that you write to Mr. Jake 
Zeitlin who will furnish you with a copy* 

Let me know also whether you have all of the follow¬ 
ing; 

THE OLD MAN HE CAME ROLLING 
THE CHISHOLM TRAIL 

If there is any other metter in which I can help . 
you, I shall be happy to do so. 


BA: MT 


Yours very truly. 



MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY EXECUTED 



NEW YORK ATHLETIC CLUB 
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A Free Question and Answer Service Bureau of Infor¬ 
mation on Outdoor Life and Activities Everywhere and 
Upon the Various Commodities Required Therein. Con¬ 
ducted for Adventure Magazine by a Staff of Experts 


Juno ?, 

• My dear Mr. Canfield: 

Thank you much for your promise of the collectanea 
after you are through with it. It will be of decided interest and value. 
I would like the names of 3uch people as in your opinion might add to 
my own side of the work. For example, old sailors who might be able to 
give me chanties, etc.,etc. Many who write you will, I imagine, be 
of the underworld,- these too interest me, for many of the songs I’m 
most anxious to get full information on -Frankie and Johnny - Brady - 
utakerlce — Railroad Bill — Cocaine Sue* — belong to or have a connection 
with this class. 

Tour remarks on "Christopho Columbc" surprise me. 

I had no idea that any version of the famous and notorious song that 
swept the country about I 898 -I 906 went back so far. The original 
words as I know them (entirely'decent till the parody appeared) were 
copyright in 18^4. The chorus went in parts 

He sailed the world around 0 
He knew land could be found 0 
This nagigator, hard and hoary 
•. •> . . .. ♦ ♦ . gyratory 
Christopho Coj^umboJ 

' f One word escapes my,memory* 

This furnished the base fbr the parody. What was the form that appeared 
during the Civil War? 

On -the other hand, "The Maid of Amsterdam" is old, 
no one knows quite how old. Masefield in his "A Sailor's Garland" and 
his ai vicles m Temple Bar J)iills a bad boner, however, when he says it 
turns.up in Heywood's "Rape at twerece.!,- It does not , though there is a 

somewhat similar song there. 

And have you many 1 versions of the "Soft-ShaAlbd Crab" 
also known as The Sea Crab" - "The Golden Crab" - "The Fisherman" etc.? 
This goes back into the sixteenth century and is still a favorite. 

I could write a book on the subject were there time. 
Id be mighty glad if you'd keep in touch, and grateful for any aid you 
can give in my work. I've made over five hundred and sixty phonographic 
records so far, many of songs that have escaped all other collectors! 

Also have a mass of manuscript collectanea. Think I jtold you that I 
got together in the last two years nearly 2000 versions of the old deep 
sea chanty. I shan't fear competition there for some time. 

With all good wishes, and in the hope that I may 
soon hear from you again, lam. 


Mr. Hubert L. Canfield 

Care of J. P. Smith Printing Co. 

Rochester. New York.. 


Sincerely, 









Darien Georgia, 
November 11, 1?26 


-ear Canfields 


Thanks for the information about "Sycamore Jail" - for the ver-*» 
3ions of my 1( special pet, Frankfe and Johnny" - for the promise of aid in the 
matter of Cocain Sue" - in fact, for everything] And why the deuce didn't 
you tell me you were a perfectly good -xonian? .( Yes, you guessed it - Gordon 
of ,r 6) But they have my address wrong in the new directory-) 


Gosh, it's a small world after all. Your reference to -andbarg 
reminds me of a pleaeant evening when he sat perched on a desk in my office 
at Berkeley, California - I was then an Assistant Professor of English - and 
sang it to me, together with "Cam Hall" and other songs of blessed memory, 
'wonder if he remembers? I've been out of touch with him since. But I still 
nave tucked safely away in the Harvard Library the original phonographic 
cylinders I recorded,- the first time he had ever heard has own voice] 


f/ lt la 'Carl helping you with the book? I heard indirectly, in fact 
through ■'•0. of Los Angeles, whose word I don't put much faith in, that -ur.dbs 


oarg 


was about to bring out a book of choice songs himself. I .wondered at the time 




if in competition or elaboration with you* And what’s his address? fanny 

thing for ns to ash, but I haven’t any ’’Who’s Who” that I can get at here. 


The particular.-version o 




£ J.” that‘he praises is a composite, 


no new stanzas, but more than are to be found in any of the usual versions, 
-nome one has collected and then strung together. It’s nearest competitor in 
print was in the ”Whiz-Bang Annual” of some four years ago. But that was 
edited to avoid the .more frank expressions. 


I’m all out of 




ve got a grouch - 


*.ic Ti wO u. i *: 02 e • -L \j‘ v ox ny note. V a. oui % i e tt e r ax mo at pu.ileo. mo ou v jaw not Uj. te. J 
forgive mo this time/ 

•'here did you go after hxeter? Just plain curiosity, that's all. 


As ever. 


hr. Hubert Canfield 
Pittsford 
Hew York. 
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HARLOW PEASE 

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW 
BUTTE. MONTANA 


January 11, 1926. 

Mr. Hubert L. Canfield, 

Pitts ford, II. Y. 


Dear Mr. Canfield: 


Your letter of the 7th interests me 
so much that I am going to excavate to the best of my 
opportunities in these parts. I learn from a friend that 
there were 81 stanzas of 'F r ankie and Johnnie* current 
at the University of Montana some six years ago, and I 
hope they can be salvaged. 

I have the speech of Cassius II. Johnson myself, 
written down about 18 years since; it is written in shorthand 
which I have half-heartedly tried to decipher once or twice 
since; I will try again. I got this among the law students 
at Wisconsin, then a rich field. It occurs to me that you 
probably can acquire much material by getting in touch with 
the present editor of the "Sphinx" student publication at 
Madison. In particular, you should be able" to obtain the 
eminent sea chantey "Christopher Colombo" from that source. 
That song, and "There was a Friar in Our Town" both depdnd 
so much on the music that my own scanty recollection will 
have to be embroidered with sane notes of the air to make it 
useful. Sydney S. Mudd, a classmate of mine at 
Georgetown and since then a congressman from Maryland, 
was an artist in the vocal rendition of the "Friar" and 
other selections, but I am out of touch ?/ith him. 

My authority for attributing '4.D. 1601* in'part 
to Mark Twain is one Bob Rose, who was once Seventh Assistant 
Secretary of State under 3ryan, or some such title. He was 
a shorthand contractor at Helena, Mont., when I grot the 
"conversations" from him; his elder brother, Dave Rose, was 
a celebrated mayor of Milwaukee in times past. I don’t know 
where he could be located at this time. 

If I can work out anything of substance I will 
inclose it herewith; if not, you will hear from me further. 
How large an edition is contemplated? 


Sincerely, 
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This one is nameless so far as I know "bat it has an exquisite 
Anglo-Saxon vigor and directness ahou.t it. It is, as Charles Larch 
remarked of John 7 ,’ebsters land Dirge , "of the earth, earthy,** 

ju The mountaineers have ragged ears, \ 

Ilf They slap their leather ’britches,' 
llj They knock their cocks against the rocks 
ill And laugh like sons of hitches. 

| 

i They wipe their ass on broken glass, 
j I They do not- care for trifles, 

•i They liang their balls upon the mils 
I N And shoot at them with rifles. 

Of course the above poem is incomplete, I doubt if it ever was conv~ 
plete, but its frivolity saves it. Below is one of the loveliest of 
old folk so ngs . 

It was Christmas on the island. 

The convicts all were there, . 

Gathered around the table 
To eat their Christmas fare. 

Up spoke the dear old warden. 

And his voice rang through the halls, 

"Uerry Christmas, all ye convicts}" 

And the convicts answered, "Balls}" 

Then again up spoke the warden. 

And his voice was choked with sobs,- 
"For that you’ll get no dinner, * 

You god dam dirty slobs*" 

And then spoke an ancient convict. 

Ilia face hard, and bold as brass, 

"Then take your ^cd dam dinner. 

And shove it up your ass}" 

The perfect little verse of Eugene Field’s, called ’.Then'Millie Jet f-c 
Bed, I can get here in New York, I am on the trail of a number of 
superb pieces that will make history in the publishing world. From 
New fork x will send you a printed copy of Filey’s, The Passing of the 
Id Backnouse,.> No greater exhibition of sentiment was ever seen than 
his feeling towards the family latrine. You know it, doubtless. 



The beautiful, long poem, called. The 7 /ind it Blew, follows. There are 
doubtless other stanzas. The first stanza is complete, in the ethers, 

the ^ th * f aE °* Xt is indeed it is beautiful- sung to 

^_the *une of ./hen voluiny comes marching home again, 

^The wind blew up the railroad track, i 

It blew, it blew. 


The wind blew up the railroad track. 
It blew, it blew. 


The wind blew up the railroad track. 
It blew way up and half way back. 
And the wind it blew. 

Holy Jesus, how it blew. 




DRY GOODS & LADIES APPAREL 

Algona , Iowa 


1'arch, 25,1926. 

A.Ian IT. Steyne, 

Rochester, IT. Y.., 

Dear Sir; 

7/e note your letter in the tlarch, 
24th issue of the RATIO!! and while we cannot supply you with 
information you desire, we hope you will advise us 
when you pet out your book of poems. Back in the old 
college days, "Down the Lehigh Valley"used to be very 
popular with the "boys" but I have forgotten the 
words and had all but forgotten the title. T'ou are 
noinc a great work in preserving these old folk-song 
for the future r-eneration. Success to ”Ou and do 
not fail to let me know whenever your little 
booklet comes to lirht. 

Respectfully, 


THRO. H. 0HHI30HII.LR3 

Alrmia. Iowa. /* 
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NEW. OLD AND RARE BOOKS 

INTElXiaKNT SERVICE 

434 So, Wabash Ave. 
CHICAGO 


February 27, 1926 


Mr, Hubert L, Canfield 
Pitt8ford. New York 

Dear Sir: 

Please forgive my delay in answering your 
letter of the 8th, but I have been away 
from the city and have .just returned. 

The adderss of John McClure is 509 Royal 
Street, New Orleans, Louisiana, and the 
address of Mr. Jake Zeitlin is 6534 
Fountain Avenue, Hollywood, California. 

Apparently THE OLD MAN HE CAME ROLLING 
HOME is the same poem as ROLLICKING 
JOHN. 

If I run aoross any material, I shall be 
happy to send it forward to you. 

Please do not forget my order for 25 
copies of the book when published. 

Yours very truly, 

THE ARGUS BOOK SHOP 

BA: MT 


MAIL ORDER9 PROMPTLY EXECUTED 



February 19, 19 $6, 


Dear Hr. Oanfield,- 

Yoar letter received and i an forwarding a few more 
items, i oan appreciate your difficulty in getting your 
material, but nothing of any importance can be brought 
out without oonaidefable pains* A platitude, perhaps, 
but quite truthful* 

I an interested in the man Gordon of Harvard* Please 
advise him, by all means, to look me up if he cooes this way. 
Also invite your friend Fessenden to look ms up. i > shall 
hunt up Broun end have a talk with him. 

Several things I had hoped to have in before this 
have not materialised. Scupper-lip Snatch, Sooratio 
Love, Binky Diniy Paries Tons and thi cowboy stuff* There 
nnst be a world of material among the boys at the stock¬ 
yards, but I haven't got hold of the right individuals 
yet, seemingly. 

The Arkansas speech and the King Darius thing haven't 
reached me yet, either* 

A friend told me he had heard some new stanzas to 
Christofo Colombo, but he couldn't remember them an d promised 
to bring them in later* 

Dr. Lyons is giving me loyal support end has dug up 
a lot of the stuff I have sent yogi* 



Sincerely, 



A Free Question and Answer Service Bureau of Infor¬ 
mation on Outdoor Life and Activities Everywhere and 
Upon the Various Commodities Required Therein. Con¬ 
ducted for Adventure Magazine by a Staff of Experts 


Dear Canfield 


February 6, 1?2 6. 


. . : , X ' m lat6 With letters while this trip lasts. It will 

oSr tin r OU f t! V6 M y 8 i ate aaet of the MUsissippi and will not be 
over till I strike New Foundland some time next fall. Harvard Uni¬ 
versity has sent me out to try to capture as much as possible of the 

iTii ZiZTu l: lk - eoas ln aU its 


. As a result all my collectanea is in storage till mv 

f y memor y. i8n ' t dependable. I'd like, however, to know 

and +h h0 n b ?° k +P earB an ^ t0 srab a COpy before it's properly suppressed 
and the price thereupon jumps beyond reason. Carl Sandburg is a 

wonder. Had a memorable evening with him on the Pacific coast a couple 
of years ago. * 


+Wr ^ Msgs! 8av ® al l the versions no matter how slightly 

t*Zi fter r from another, together with as definite information as 
nvf«+ b i.° + a8 t0 SOurc !' authorship, etc. I realize that you will 
print but one vereion, and that ; in many cases this one will be made 

V a What I,m after is the certainty that all the 

scrape In untouohed form will be saved if not printed. I'd be very 
glad myself to^be entrusted with them for permanent preservation at 
the Harvard Library where all my own materials will eventually be 
placed. I have no right of course to speak for the Library, but T» m 
8UI Vl tney would be glad to take charge of them. Naturally they 
would be placed in the "inferno" as it's called and not exposed to 
public view. 


. , . Wonder if you'd be willing to do this? At least I'd 

be glad if you'd keep in touch, and I hope that we may be able to ^et 
together some time to talk things over. You can always reach me° 

3L°tB!”a^or'r?Hy. 0are ^ A<Wur< ’ Spring 4 Mandougal 


With all good wishes, I am. 


Mr. Hubert L. Canfield 
The DuBois Press 
Rochester 
Slew York. 


Sincerely, 

//? M 
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NEW. OLD AND RARE BOOKS 
INTELLIGENT SERVICE 

434 So. Wabash Ave. 
CHICAGO 

February 2, 1926 


Mr. Hubert Canfield 
Pittsford, Hew York 

Dear Sir: 

I have your letter of January 28 in which you 
acknowledge our order for 25 copies of THE GUTTER 
SONGS OF AMERICA. 

You may be interested to know that Mr. John Mo 
Ciurc of New Orleans once began to collect mate¬ 
rial of a similar nature for precisely the same 
kind of a volume. The proposed title was to have 
been THE SUBMERGED FOLK BALLADS OF AMERICA. 

Mr, McClure retained the material that we had, and 
with his own, a good deal would probably bp obtain¬ 
able from him. 

If you have not already a copy of THE BALLAD OF 
SPEARMINT GUM, I suggest that you write to Mr. Jake 
Zeitlin who will furnish you with a copy. 

Let me know also whether you have all of the follow' 
ing; 

THE OLD MAN HE CAME ROLLING 
THE CHISHOLM TRAIL 

If there is any other metter in which I can help 
you, I shall be happy to do so. 


BA: MT 


Yours very truly. 





MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY EXECUTED 
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NEW, OLD AND RARE BOOKS 
INTELLIGENT SERVICE 

434 So, Wabash Ave. 
CHICAGO 


January 13, 1926 


■ Mr. Hubert L, Canfield. 

Pittsford, Hew York 

Dear Mp, Canfields 

' Will you kindly enter our order 
for the 26 copies of the PROJECTED 
GUTTER SOHGS OF AMERICA; when, as 
and if issued. 


Yours very truly, 
THE ARGUS BOOK SHOP 


BA: MT 


MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY EXECUTED 
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“to IMPROVE THE BUSINESS DISTRICT” 


The Business District League 


ORA E. STARK, 

EXECUTIVE SECRETARY 
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ASSISTANT SECRETARY 


OF 


KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI 

POUNDED 1920 INCORPORATED 1*29 
400 RIDGE BUILDING 


TELEPHONE 

HARRISON tSSS 


January 115, 19 26. 


Dear Mr. Canfield* 

Thanks for your letter of thd 10th. I enclose such 
memories of Larry as I possess. This, as I recall it, was 
declaimed by various unregenerate# and each announcement 
followed by'the chorus I have put down. In my previous 
letter to you I referred to it as the Animal Fair, which is 
of course v/rong. 

I also enclose The Rehearsal, filched from a booklet 
printed in Japan, wfcrieh accounts for the numerous typographical 
errors, and the Old Sport. I have been promised other efforts, 
including Down in the Lohigh- Valldy. 

There are also a few verses of Kinky Dinky pariaz Yous, 
Which others can probably add to. 

The cowboy song I mentioned as Yip Ay Yaddy Ay,’.Ay should 
be Ki Yi Yippiy Ippy Ay:, I believe. I shall try to get hold 
of some one at the stock yards who knows that. It goes 

My foot's in the stirrup, my ass in the saddle 
And I'm always around these damned old cattle, 
Singing Ki Yi Yippy, Ippy Ay Ay Ay 


Advisory Board 

G. W. ARMOUR 
1L KIRK ASKEW 

H. A. AUERBACH 
THORNTON COOKE 
HENRY FAXON 
SIG. HARZFBLD 
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Singing Ki Yi Yippy Ippy Ay* 

With My Great Big Doodlewhacker is also a cowboy chantey which 
1 shall have to seek for among my stock yard friends. 

I haven't seen the oration on changing the name of Arkansaw 
for many years. Don't know anyone who has it. 

May I suggest that Jtou want for your non-musical section 
the Tale of a Picture. It is credited to a former aditor of 
Outing some twenty-five or thirty years back, whose name I can't 
recall. It goes t 

A gentle novice, who ne'er had strayed 
From the convent walls since a tender maid . 

Of three bright summers they brought her there. 

Had grown to womanhood, pure and fair. 

She could ply the needle with dainty skill. 

And to while the hours that were long and still 
She had learned with simple art to paint, 

.And tha picture of some grand old saint 
Adorned the canvas 'neath her hand. 

But greater than these one day she palnnod 
A picture fairer than all beside. 



FRANKLIN PRINTING COMPANY 

Founded in 1728 by BENJAMIN FRANKLIN 



514*520 LUDLOW STREET ' PHILADELPHIA 

January 5, 1926. 


Dear Old Blasphemous Cans 
Happy Herr Year! 

What has become of your house organ? 
I ain’t seen it. 

To that you will probably retorts 
"Where*s your'n?" 

Well here are a few of them. 

■jtonrg t ruly 


C.J.H.Anderaon/g 




Sesqui-Centcnnial 
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Profit is ever twofold: He who gains must profit him who buys." benjamin franklin 


Brexton Apartments 
Park Avenue at Chase St 


Baltimore January 2 1926 


My dear Mr. Canfield. 


I have yours of the 31st ult. It was mighty nice 
of you to go to the trouble of writing out all the verses of 
"Lydia Pinkham" and "The French they are a Funny ftace n ,and I 
certainly appreciate your kindness;it really did not occur to 
me what I was getting you in for. 

The environment undoubtedly accounts for the dif¬ 
ference between the maudlin mush of the Civil War verse and 
the joyous heart throbs of the A. E. F. As you say,much 
of the stuff that you have is meaningless without the music 
and ,the really important thing is the personality in put¬ 
ting the stuff over. 

The only thing I have in mind to send you is a 
verse attributed to Bobby Edwards one time bard of Green¬ 
wich Village; and this is flat unless you know the mournf ul 
musical accompaniment. 


issued. 


It's a sad world,and a weary world, 


When you take to sleeping in the park. 


It *8 a sad world,and a weary world, 

When the dogs all follow you and bark, 
Wuffi Wuff f 

What’s the use of fooling with the sword 

of Damocles, 

When you haven't the coin to buy a box 


It'8 a sad world 
Damn, 


of Ramases 
,and a weary wor 



Damn, 


Damn. 


I hope you will let me know when your book is 
Thanking you mostheartily,I remain 

/Cordially yours, 



PHONE 1936 


HARLOW PEASE 

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW 
BUTTE. MONTANA 


January 1, 1986. 


Mr. William Duncan, 
Box 407, 

Pittsford, d.Y. 


Dear Mr. Duncan: 


Your appeal for aid (Query do. 106) in 
the January 'Mercury* in the preservation of our unwritten 
literature, moves mp to write a few suggestions, although 
I am ill-situated to do any real collecting. 

I once possessed and unhappily lost a prose 
masterpiece, said to he composed hy Mark Twain, Eugene Field 
and Julian Hawthorne in collaboration. It was called 
"Conversazione in the Time of ye Tudors". I got it from 
a member of the Chicago Press Club, where it was current. 

Another which I hope may be reclaimed I heard 
only once, while riding a smoker from Pittsburgh to Altoona 
about 20 years ago. Like 'Lydia Pinkham', it ?/as endless. 
Its refrain concerned "The Little Bed Caboose Behind the 
Train." 


I presume you have already in mind The Senator 
from Arkansas and 'There Was a Friar in Our Town; ' also 
'Christopher Colombo'-all college classics. 


Yours for the renascence, 
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MRS. LESLIE J. SWABACKER 

815 Ash Street 
WlNNETKA. ILLINOIS 

Chicago, Ill** Dec 22, 1925# 


Mr William Duncan, 

Pittsford, N. Y. 

Dear Sir-- ' A ' v ^ ' 

If you can assure me that I will not 
be arrested for sending obscene matter thru 
the mails and if you will also assure me of 
a copy of the collection when made I can send 
you quite a little of the material you ask 
for in The Mercury. 


Yours truly, 

Z— J 









FEDERAL ADVERTISING AGENCY • INCORPORATED 

SIX EAST THIRTY-NINTH STREET, NEW YORK 
TELEPHONE, CALEDONIA 73 OO 


October 6th, 1925. 


Mr. Hubert Canfield., M /OJ'*"" 

The Dubois Press, Jr 

Rochester, N. ¥. s' 

Dear Canfield:/''^ 

At last lathered together the manuscript 
for the various verses, and enclose copies 
of the Bastard King of England, Lydia, 

Frankie & Johnie, and .Some Moonlight Eight. 

Thes e copies should be read carefully and com¬ 
pared with any other versions which you may be 
able to discover. 


I enclose also a note from Hoyt Catlin, which is 
self-explanatory. 


Please excuse my negligence, i really have been 
very busy, and have had to let a good many things 
go by the boards. Look me up when you get to town. 
Best wishes. 



VHP: GF 






The fJn’jml Eloctrio Company 


BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT 


XBW YORK 
CHICAGO 
SAX FRANCIS C O 


brh>gbi»oi«.t September 21, 1925 


Mr. Yan H. Pavey, 

Federal Advertising Agency, 
6 Bast 39th St., 

New York, N.Y. 

Dear Pavey; 


I think you told me that you and another chap 
were going to compile a well printed book containing the 
words and tunes oi.the old roudy songs. This is to set 
down the following names as subscribers to the book: 

A. B. Frost, Bridgeport, Oonn. 

G. S. Troxell, Bridgeport. Oonn. 

Hoyt Gatlin, Bridgeport, Oonn. 

The job you have set yourself to do is a 
worthy one and I wish you all success in getting the 
book together. There are many fellows I know who would 
be interested in the volume, and if you want their names 
to solicit, I will sent, them along.! Ih the meantime I 
am going to mention it to all the good fellows I kiiQW 
and try to get subscriptions from them. Your enterprise 
deserves., ' Please give my kind regards to your sister 
and dont/forget to show up at the next halleluiah of the 
angels. 


rise 

er 




Cordially yours.^!!!^ . 
THE BRYANT Mta4H«PANY 


Hoyrc Catlin, 
Advertising Manager. 


HC:1DM 
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R.E.Banta, 

514 E.Jefferson St., 
Crawfordsville,Ind. 


My dear Mr.Canfield: 

I had a letter a few weeks ©-go from Mr.Alan Styne 
but as he didn t mention any titles he wanted particularly and 
I didn't know what type of thing you were after I hadn't 
sent anything as yet.Your letter clears things up ---it's in" 
teresting to hear from one who appears to know whereof he 
sneaks in the matter of this variety of Americana---! thank you. 

Of course I ca.n t vouch for the authenticity of 
this stuff-it may have been accumulating for generations- 

and thus be the real thing or it may have been concocted on 

the spur of the moment.I happen to know that The Bastard King 

of England-which is one of the three best American ballads 

to my notion—was synthetically orepared for a stag dinner 
during the war.Possibly Christopher Colombo and Sown in the 
Lehigh Valley were also ready raade---at 5. guess I should place 
The Prodigal Son and The Sons diS Ihe Prophet (which two I am 
enclosing)in the same class but I have no evidence in their 
case. 

As I suppose you already have The Bastard King,Our 
Liz and Christopher Colombo and the stuff I'm sending is per¬ 
fectly sanitary I'll send it thru the mail.If you haven't the 
other three and want them i'll ship them along later. 

Altho I don t know whether you have any use for such 
information I'm including a little biography and some conjeet" 
ture of my own as to origin with some of the numbers you asked 

for.Several of them are obviously garbled £xjaaa as a result of 
the tongue-to"tongue existence they have 44joyed but I'll leave 
them for you to untangle as you please. 

I shall be pleased to give you any assistance I can 
and I should enjoy any reports of progress you find time to 
make. 

Very sincerely yours, 



ONE 1038 


HARLOW PEASE 

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW 

BUTTE. MONTANA 


Dear Mr. Canfield; 


February 25, 1926. 


Your sympathetic interest in the 
local scene leads me to presume on your attention by 
inclosing an article which I vainly sought to get 
printed in the ’Mercury’, It is useless to disguise ray 
hope that you may be the means of getting it into print 
somewhere, but even if not I believe you will get some 
diversion out of this abbreviated history of the old 
'Bulletin'. I edited the paper sub rosa while it was 
running as a weekly during the great shut-down of 1921-2, 
and therefore lack the impersonal touch, along with other 
desirable qualities. I will value very highly your 
opinion as to whether such material as this is ever 
likely to be acceptable in the atmosphere of enlightenrnert 
which surrounds out best minds, and whether this tale can 
be told in proper form to merit publication. In the 
particular case I would like to have a few people read 
about a newspaper with so unusual a career; but also, 

I feel sure that in the last ten or twelve years of Montana 
history there are greater stories and a higher quality 
of drama than ever could be made out of the old Cl ark-Laly 
and Keinze-Amalgamated feuds, which latter gained some 
attention in the past. 


Since you speak of the st^te of nonconformism 
is the east: Although I enjoy to the full Mencken’s 
great engine of satire, I often feel that lie and his 
group are ufte.ner fighting windmills than engaging with 
a dangerous antagonist. I would. ii*;e to compel this 
cult to a one-year residence in a place like Butte, and 
observe the reaction to the fears, whiepers, resentments 
and hypocrisies that the economic tyranny breeds. ‘ A wor¬ 
thier subject would then be discovered than prohibition or 
fundamentalism. Radicalism in the east, except for the 
Civil Liberties Union, seems to me concerned too much with 
cultural and artistic notions, and not enough with the 
struggle for economic liberty. But I don't su.-pose that 
Mencken was ever at close quarters with efn American Legion 
mob, as I have* been. The atmosphere in the Dayton courtro 


am 


was a terrible thought to him; I wonder how 
to a northern Idaho courtroom at a criminal 
trial. However, c.& gustibus... 


me would react 
syndicalism 


am glad to hear of the progress of your work 



S f j J) . 
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Sacramento 
California 
April 14 1926 


Wm. Duncan 
Box 407 
Pittsford 
N Y 

Dear Sir- 


I am sending copy of a song, "Hard Times in Sycamore Jail." 

This song while not familiar to the present generation 
was often sung with much feeling many years ago. 

I can tell you nothing of its origin but think it was 
written on the cell wall of a southern jail by a man sentenced 
to be hung. 

If you intend publishing a book of songs and poems 
please advise me. I am very desir6usof getting the words to 
"Frankie and Johnnie" and "John Henry and the Crab." Anything 
you might do to help me would be appreciated. 


C Wakefield 
2633 28th St 
Sacramento 
California 
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NEW YORK LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


ROBERT A. CUSHMAN 
EUGENE S. HARRINGTON 


DARWIN P. KINGSLEY, PRESIDENT 


NEW ENGLAND BRANCH OFFICE 


60 STATE STREET, BOSTON 9. MASS. 


Telephone Main 1082 

2098 

2099 


Agency Organizers 
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TELEPHONE CENTRAL -4ISI 


WILLIAM H. HOLLY 

ATTORNEY AT LAW 
77 WEST WASHINGTON STREET 
CHICAGO 

March. 22nd, 

1 9 2 6. 


Mr. Alan H. Steyne, 
164 St. Paul Street, 
Rochester, H. Y. 


Dear Sir: 


Please let me know when your book is published. 

I am most anxious to secure a copy, and I have a number of friends 
who will be equally interested. 

I shall send you some of the data for which you 
ask in a later mail. 


Yours sincerely, 



IAFAYE.TTE college 
EASTON, PE.NNA. 
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Ur. William Duncan, 

Box 407, 

Pittsford, N. Y. 

Dear Sirs 

1 noted your query in the January number of The 
American Ueroury, and regret that I oannot contribute anything 
in the nature of the ballade you mentioned-—however, 1 am 
very much interested in American literature of this nature, 
and would appreciate it very muoh if you will advise me if 
you have anything of the kind that 1 might purchase. 

, r - t f’ ^ . . ■ -V v"; ^ j» 

My address is 2736 13th St. N. W., Washington, D. 0. 





Ill Br oadway 
NewYork 


pather oh father he's on her now.. 
Mademoiselle went up the to the fhont.. 
Up the stairs and into bed... 


X hope I may hare the pleasure of a reply from you. When you 
do publish this anthology, X wish that you would include ay 
name on the list Of subscribers. X know several other young men 
who would be very glad to have oopies also. Incidentally, there 
are mvy scurrilous ballads In cokmon use among college men about 
college men of other Institutions which might fit In with 
your oolleotlon under a special title suoh as Bright College 
Beers, or, Never use Cayuga's Waters. 




























400 Ridge Building, 

Kansas City, no.. 

Fob. 12, 1926. 

Dear Hr. Canfield* - 

1 have found it inconvenient to send you any stuff for some 
tina* but submit a batch herewith from which you may glean something 
useful. 

I think Caspar Whitney was once on Outing, but haven’t verified 
it. You should to able to find out very easily. I don’t even know 
that he is responsible for the Tale of a Picture, but my impression 
runs that way. 

There are scad additional verses to &he Chicago Slues sonfcppmch 
you may know. O&ey all follow the same trend* 3jr 

I ain’t no jockey, nor a jockey’s eon, v 
But Iill do your easy-riding till the Jockey comes. 

I ain’t no iceman, nor an iceman's son, 

Bzt I’ll fill your box until the iceman comes, 
ind so on through countless occupations. 

I have learned one thing in connection with this work. It is 
easy to get extravagant premises, but hard to realise on them. J 4 y 
friends are anxious to help up to tho point of actually getting the 
material, when for some reason their enthusiasm ebbs* However, a 
little perseveranco brings sonS result. 

Would bo glad to know your other Kansas City correspondents, if 
you don’t feel that it would be betraying confidences. Perhaps by 
cooperation we could get quicker action an some of ghese things. Do 
as you think best about this suggestion. 

There is a great deal of latrine doggerel which mig$it be interesting 
Hera is a verse written on the walls of a pay-aa-you-onter toilet- in a 
down town hotel* 

Here I sit 

All broton-hearted— 

Jitney out 
And only farted. 

Have a little more material in hand now and will .send it as soon 
as I get a chance to transcribe it. 


Sincerely, 


/ / 

/ ' 

»' / 

/ * 

/ 


P . s 


The following poem has occurred to me since x 
writing the letter. It was a popular one when I was in boarding- 
school, -St .Paul’s, Concord, N.H.,- and was felt to extoll the prowess 
of the St.Pauls boys. I enclose it for anything it may be worth, 



Come all ye Concord Chippies, 
And hearken unto me’. 

Never trust a St.PaulsVBoy 
An inch above tfye kneel 


I trusted one, The Son of a Bitch, 

As you can easily seel 

And he left me in the hell of a fix, 

With a baby on my knee. 


WALTER H. NEGBAOR, PRESIDENT 


CORNELIUS ROACH. 1ST VICE-PRESIDENT 


C. M. VlNlNG, TREASURER 



**TO IMPROVE THE BUSINESS DISTRICT’* 

The Business District League 

or 

Kansas city, Missouri 

POUNDED It20 INCORPORATED 1023 

ORA E. STARK* 400 RIDGE BUILDING TELEPHONE 

EXECUTIVE SECRETARY HARRISON 1655 

Z. ROBERT WELLS. 

ASSISTANT SECRETARY 


Directors 

D. 8. ADAMS 
J. H. BRACKEN 

B. J. BROWN 

O. A. BURTON 
SAM B. CAMPBELL 
ALONZO B. CLARK 
M. A. CHRISTOPHER 

C. C. DANIEL 

J* NEWT. DANIELS 
L. ML EMRICH 
FRANK ENNIS 
MYRON GREEN 

P. H. HOPKINS 
ALBERT B. HUTCHINGS 
J. LOGAN JONES 

F. WARNER KARLING 
R» C. KEMPER 
GEORGE A. La RUE 
THOMAS L LEVITT 
MILTON H. LUCE 
EDGAR P. MADORIE 
ROBERT M. MAXWELL 
JAMES McQUEENY 
ACE U. MORSE 

BEN a NAYLOR 
WALTER H. NEGBAUR 
EDWARD S. NORTH 

G. T. O’MALEY 
CORNELIUS ROACH 
ESTEL SCOTT 

H. D. SBAVEY 
L. H. SWISHER 
C. M. VINING 

C. M. WALBRIDGB 
G. B. WOOD 


January 14 f 1926* 

Dear Mr*# Canfield* - 

Here is scme more stuff just as I got it# 2ho Lady 
Lil piece seoms garbled beyond reason, but you perhaps 
can get it straightened out from other sources. 

I remembered after I wrote you yesterday that I 
omitted one stansa from 2he old Sport* ^The second stanza 
should be inserted as follows: 

”1 ain't got no money, but if I was rich 
I f d go dead broke on that son of a bitch# 

Yften ho gets started heUl make f em all itch, 
He f ll win in a walk, by goshj" 

I am not attempting to attain any particular standard 
in the selections I send you, but taico them as they come. 
You will use such as you see fit. 

Sincerely, 


Advisory Board 
C. W. ARMOUR 
R. KIRK ASKEW 
H. A. AUERBACH 
THORNTON COOKE 
HENRY FAXON 
SIG. HARZFBLD 
F. B. HEATH 
WALTER M. JACCARD 
W. T. KEMPER 
JAMES KETNKR 
IRWIN KIRKWOOD 
CHARLES O. La RUE 

R. Af LONG 
JULIUS LYONS 
W. S. McLUCAS 
DR. W. R. MINOR 
LOUIS OPPENSTEIN 
C. C. PETERS 

H. T. POINDEXTER 
GEORGE B. RICHARDS 

AL. ROTHENBERG 
LOUIS P. ROTHSCHILD 
ROCCO SARLI 

W. C. SCARRITT 
C. J. SCHMBLZKR 
ALBERT SCHOENBERG 
SOLOMON STODDARD 
R» F. SWINNBY 
WILLIAM YOLKBR 
JOHN H. WILES 

S. J. WHITMORE 
FRED WOLFERMAN 
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CAMP MESSING SOHO. 
(Tune? Boil, Jordan, Boll) 


The old darktovsn revival 
They say it has'no rival 
They pray to heat the devil 
Shouting, Roll, Jordan, Roll. 


Ch, sister, you’ve been called on / 

For some of the stuff you’re setting on _ i 
There’s a brother, in the oomeV with a hard on 
Saying, Roll, Jordan', Roll. 


Bow, 3ister, don’t you weaken. 
Here ®sfeas the handsome deacon. 
Salvation ha’s a-seekin* 
Singing, Roll, Jordan, Roll. 


Hey, brother, park your ’fannie* 
lay right down there with Annie 
Give her the old bananny 
And it’s Roll, Jordan, Roll. 




gw woman sow* 


( 


JL_ ' oJ ) 




(Additional 


Bern, sister, pall hist to you. 

That desoou au» will screw grow. 
Singing Glory Hallelujah, 

Jnd it»e Boll, Jordan, Boll. 

low, brother, toko yonr prodpolo 
ind shove It Bp her toucholo. 

Push Salvation out of her asshole, 
loanin', Boll, Jordon, Boll. 

low, sitter, yw'w done so? it. 
If Beaven oouos, just lot it; 

Just lot it lay, ho* 11 got it. 
Gruntin', Boll, Jordan, Boll. 




^ iAJLAAJ 


rj JHAsM (? 




low, brother, there*s a blister 
droonin* shore you kissed her. 

You sure hast warn e d that sister, 

fas l i all Brea thin*, Boll, Jordan, Boll. 


How, sister, hold hist steady, 
just holler shea you're ready. 

Be* s hpt to wot your teddy. 

Yellin*. Boll, Jordan, Boll. 

low, brother, toko your panky 
And wipe it on your beaky. 

Just tell the sister theaky 

dad wo*11 Boll, Jordan, Boll. 

Youorrow night the parson 
Will toaoh the girls in person. 

So don't oome out with drawers on, 
'Cause it*a Boll, Jordan, Boll. 




;. J~ 


JU^SL 





NK^^j ~?^ ovil ^ if 

I— CL~d$-C Iv^t^rC U <r w ^L^vtfc 14 /-iAjLa 

<r >- <*~ lixoj JLw^ l£lc- JL*£- 

(J U\, t Ua^ULA^ J( I ^ya. 4_ jL^SUy i-Z^, j~^OL. 

jj^2t 1 .-£~aL. 

^XttiIx-i' lvj*-v, lAOu^L«<4uv^ » 

Ujr*+~~ \M<M 

S '*. '• , • • HU tfc* U<P 

Tin- a. -C M ^ l^r^ F' a*M 

^W- Xa^OZmSLa, ^ibaAaA ■+ *SlL& (AjlJt 

cua^ m 

T^ juml* ht yfi£^tr *" tv£, q^jLtxr' 

< -~*r~ ,._ \ { l ' , * ^ ff- '' .——;_ 

U * Ur**—- 


5- Aut* >i 

TT wZ-«. t* 

) ^ u^/— UjZ^_ 


lAc "f -\4^i*JU 


VpjUv-- ^ur-' 

^ K^-v- -e£3 


>. gy . 


) Q^^lA Tku 

jfCu^rnr urfA Lul^- cXr^ 

T^JUf V\J^JL ^uCi 


"Ls 


M>^U. v 

lAA^sff [fit ^LcufJlX V-t-<_- 4-^ 








Cb-T-^JL. 




OL ^JLl 

l Is 14 ctm"^ 1 Ui^A^tstA. ^)Mm^ 


\ O tv 14 <*^C4 

<^JL tLv 


ttu. K-a 




4>u^v-j v \^ 

s i4S^M.^ka. 


iX kj^<^sJU- \ 4 r*^ju\s <A- 

'5tr" dUL/^ 


ttu. i*c u^iEtli^L 


(Lh^" '((w^j \tz k/t?\^--^>^ 

Ulu. *4^ (rumC^tnJ^ 


"$U 


f 


\f“WX4^ 


Urz^JA^tX 

I &Lu~ts*4~ /*~erv*L. UCttikJ>A 

(V^liu^J ~Jvt*L_ W U^lurv^ 

lA^H(^X|^Vvi_. >4-C -4| ~1S~*&-1\a.a i _ |-Sci/'J-X,. 

i^A. i (k c**-'~+i~ t-u* ^j-&u-*-<. CpZSZ^ x 





USZ0-L*^J 


L O^f^M <Ae_ tdi^dji 

<^!t-X4^tXc*-C £*—4^2^~ 

So" ^lAx- ^jeX*r 

lLr~uir~ ”£*>»" |NfA-»-«^- (aXT . 


r 


?v 7T>« 


* V^Ct^-rr 


n 









Ui-iv' 


jr^ -&&jjJ«~jL ^wX. 


tj~^ssULs "k-f-f l^ ^*Ccf-*w—' 

|^' K ' -t^c- ,>£- x l/~cJ[ < L 

A | y - ^ 

yf'^AX kc^^t. t4 3 -uA 

V. ' L 

S\ V vX\J xL # , ^ 


XX / 

<x C^JZ. 

CX^d o*. UA^x^c^mj. 

ttSkjycup My^ 

CuJzl X*~*~ °^Ul. ^ <*a . 


j ^V, ^ 

i^'rvnX^ (X^X- $ azajl * k ~ L4 dLiA. 

°^ pou^oT <M<j 

—-Sl ^ ^ 

LaA-C^^^Ajl U~(XU2^ 
/Wfix. , O^Q/U^J -t^L^iX- j£^» dti*A 

C’jS.'k M.? 

/ ^ => **** ~ L4&C** d) L^- ff -4 jt 

0cAJ2hv->^» C^tjL42oetA^c^c<t| 

|>^Ur <Ka^ J&dit tyL^i^>cljL'K<$ 






(! 


XAXJu**- JduL> faJUL* Q*C£&a> 


6.r s 


( 




J2\julka. 

Sk>(per Act Ajux+l* pue/. - 

4's . 

K&urJUca- dU^- uP^UCcl&I'Ju-^ f-z^L, 
( a ? o^q/Ldf'C, - 


( 






7W 

*4 X^/ 2 ^ c444, 4w./ ■ 

^ 2^4. 

A~*d>, foC^J a 4<7 4-t--v^y /LC<*X*v^ X~ ^£-<a. 

(eLJ 1 ‘" 

n /A&L.. ^4^ > 

/W ^~^. / ^ ce _- 
$*}UxMfU ^ l)^Ui C 








During the latter part of the Civil War, the Confederacy 
was short of salt petre, one of the most necessary ingredients 
of gunpowder* The following advertisement in the Salem, 
Alabama •’Sentinel" shows an original method of obtaining a 
supply* 

•The ladies of Salem are respeotfully requested 
to preserve their chamber lye, as it is very 
needful in the oause of the Confederacy in the 
manufacture of nitre, a necessary ingredient of 
gunpowder* Wagons with barrels will be sent to 
residences daily to odllect and remove the same. 1 

(signed) John Harrolson, 

Agt .Ordnance 6s Mining Bureau. 

G. S» A. 

The scheme was so novql that a looal wit perpetrated the 
followings 


John Harrolson, John Harrolson, you are a funny oreature. 

You've given to this cruel war, a new and curious feature; 
You'd have us think, while every nan is bound to be a fighter. 
The women, bless the pretty dears, should save their pee 

for nitre. 

John Harrolson, John Harrolson, where did you get the notion. 

To send the barrels around the town to gather up the lotion? 
We thought the women's duty done in keeping house and diddling. 
But now you’d set the pretty dears to patriotic piddling. 


John Harrolson, John Harrolson, do, pray, invent a neater 
And somewhat less immodest way of making your saltpetre. 

The things so very queer, you know, gunpowder-like and cranky. 

That when a lady jerks her brine she shoots a bloody Yankee. 

A oopy of this found its way throu^i the lines and a Vermont 
oorporal wrote the following, which was sent back to the Hebei 
oamp: 

John Hairrolson, John Harrolson, we read in song and story. 

How women's tears in all these years have sprinkled fields of gloxy 
But ne'er before did women help their brave in.deeds of slaughter, 
'Till Southern beauties dried their tears and went to making water. 


(continued) 


i 







No vender* John, your boys ere brave, who wouldn't be a fighter,■ 
If every time he shot his gun* he used hie sweetheart's nitre* 
And* vloa versa, what oould make a Yankee soldier sadder. 

Than ^edging bullets fired from a pretty woman's bladder? 

We've heard it said a subtle smell still lingered in this powderj 
And as the smoke grew thiok and the din of battle louder. 

That there was found in this compound a serious objection: 

The soldiers oould not sniff it without oausing an erection. 


*Tis olear now why desertion is so common from your ranks; 

An Arotio nature's needed to withstand Dame Venus' pra nks — 

A Southerner can't stand the press - when once he's had a small* 
He's got to have a piece or bust - the Cause oan go to hell. 


/ 




LYDIA PINKHAM 



Oh, we sing, we sing, we sing of Lydia Pinkham 
And her love for the human racel 

She invented a wonderful compound, 

And now the papers publish her face! 

Oh, Mrs. Jones had bladder trouble, 

And she couldn't take a p—; a 

So she drank, she drank, she drank, j&Xjat bottle of cogpound. 
And now they pipe her to the sea! 

Oh, we sing, we sing, we sing of Lydia Pinkham, etc. 

Oh, Mrs Smith - she had no breast-works 
Which made her husband raise a row; 

So she drank, she drank, she drank, two bottles of compound, 
And now they milk her like a cow! 

Oh, we sing, we sing, etc. 

Oh, Mr8. Brown had woman's weakness - 
And she had no children dear; 

So she drank, she drank, she drank, three bottles of compound. 
And now she has them twice a year! 

Oh, we sing, we sing, etc. 










EYDIA PINKHAM 


Mrs. Brown was constipated, 

It was hard for her to pasa>, 

She tool: five bottles of S^aT^^ompound 
And wears a faucet in her ess. 

CHOHJS ....... 

Mrs. Blue had monthly troubles. 

It was hard for hertolea^ 

She -took six bottles of ^P^SPacSrapoun'd, 
ohe comes sick now twice a we eh. 

CHORUS; . 

Mrs. Smith had diarrhea. 

Couldn't sleep for Ratuge’s call, 
Took two bottles of I<sf%$f s a r suompound, 

Row she sleeps right through it ail. 

CHORUS;. ....... 

Mrs. Jackson had. lumbago. 

Felt as though her bac^was broke, 
ToRf^four bottles of a^HsNtePs Compound, 

Now she gives- an eight-inch stroke. 

CHORUS;.. . 

He Hie Johnson loot her chei’ry. 

She was ruined, W'ithont>a doubt. 

Took two bottles of i^fftfFCompoujid, 

How she's glad that it is out. 

CHORUS: . 


Sarah Jones was nearly thirty, 

And had never been seduced; 
Too^three bottles of Compound, 

How she practices self-abuse. 

CHORUS; ... . 








Sing, oh sing of I^dla pinkham ) 

And. her love for the human race, \ j 

How she makes her Vegetable Compound! 

And the papers publish her face. * 

Oh’ 

Haw' it sells for a dollar a bottle 
Ana it cures all manner of ills v 

And is more highly recoamended 
Than Heleevo Ladies* Pills. 

Sister Susie had no breastworks 

She had nothing ’neath her blouse 

Pill she took one bottle of compound 
How they milk her with the cows- 

'■71 dew Brown had female weakness 

Bearing down pains like needles and pins 

- SoakeS. her feet in Vegetable Compound 
And became the mother of twins. 

Mrs. Jones had urinitis 

Indeed, she couldn’t pse at all, 

But she drank one bottle of compound 
and beholdl -a waterfall. 

Have you hearfclof if&nry vVard Beeoher 
And his loveWr tydia Pink, 

How they spenti!na night together 
And he played w^h gala's dink. 

1 emmy Brown he went to Harvard 

’.There he met with an awful mishap; 

Took ten bottles of India’s Compound 
But it would not cure the clap. 
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A song to the tune of- "I'm a poring wrack of powerty, and 

the con of a gaabliar." 

A lad named Shamus O'Riley 

Once lired ia lirvn's Iela. 

A bully boy for-fucking, 

And he did it up in style. 

He fucked all the girls in Ireland 
From the Channel to the fcain, 

Then skipped it off to Turkey 
To look for hotter game. 


He got into the Harem 

Where the Sultan kept his tail. 
The girls were overjoyed to seo 
A huekay big whangod male. 

They hid him in the shit-housa 

Of the sultan's Ivory towers, 
And those that wanted fucking 


f, L~J- -t>OP jwc*-*-* 


^^4 »*) O-ciC, 

7 e±x. 


Had to stand in line for hours. 

He took them in succession, 

Hardly stopping off for meals, 
And the harem soon was ringing 

Vith delighted girlish squeol*. 


For big cunte or little cunts 


He filled them one and all- 


Upon the floor or shit-house seat, 

Or up against the jimmmm. < 
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Things want hot and haary 
Tor just about a year. 

Than a suddon flood of babies 

Struck tha Sultan rat ha r queer. 

/ 

Ninety vivas had Bast arts 

Kach vith flawing orange hair, 
And tha Sultan set out to find 

A 

Tha why and whan and whvre, 

/ 

Ha sought the Tower shit-house 
To meditate and crap. 

/\^> There he found our Shamus 

Liaing in Fatlaa's lap. 

With his thumb stuck up her arse-hole 
And his peter up her tvat. 

The Sultan grabbed him by the balls. 
And be&nad him vith a pot. 

Be yelled for guards and soldiers, 

And roared "Bring on ay knives, 
For I*re got the bloody baetaad 

Who's been fucking up ay vires!" 
"I'll cut his bloody nuts off 

And aake him eat them raw. 

I'll tear his bloody cock out 
And cram it down his craw!" 





But his angry heart was softened 
When he saw how Shaaus wept, 

He only tossed hia down a dungeon 
Where a lioness was kept. 

The lioness was then in heat, 

S.A-V GC-\‘*-< <~-l 

ytPTtf iey, lept upon her back* 
And sent his mighty joy-prong 
A-whizzing up her erack. 

'*W**"- f ' { h0t t vr ,; . t ail 

Shaaus eried "Tis hotter tail 

Than I*tre had in all my life.” 
But the Sultan crept behind hia. 

And dieballed hia with a knife* 
The Harem girls went on a strike, 

Tor they craved that penis back, 

o' 

But^Riley died of a broken heart. 

And his lioness disd of elapp. 
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PAUODY ON CASEY JON 


Come all ye tail-hounds if you Want to hear 
■The stoi7 of a brave engineer. \ 

Casey Jones was his name. 

In a four-poster bed he won his fame. 

His wife voice Casey at half past four. 

And told her spouse she wanted some more. 

He mounted to her bslly» his trombone in his hand 
And shovedH^twelvo inohes into the promised land. 

Late in the evening, looking rather pale. 

He went to the eat-house to get his usual tail. 

He said to the madam, "Bring on all that you've got, 

For I'm feeling mighty horny and I'll fuok the goddam lot. 

He felt of his balls and his balls they hung low 
He looked at the whores all lying in a row. 

He looked at the madam, and he said, 

"I'll fuok the whole kaboddle but I'll soon be dead." 

He got a heavy hard on and started down the line. 

And fuoked them quick and pretty till he got to 29. 

As he slipped in his pecker, a tear stood in his eye, 

He said "I'm going to fuok you last thing before I die." 








CASEY JOMES (8) 

He worked for forty minutes; and he came for twenty-five. 

When he'd shot his wad out, he was only half alive. 

They laid him on the sofa, and stood around in tears. 

And said "He* is the grandest man we’ve screwed in many years. 

Said Casey to the doctor just before he died, 

"There are two more girls I wish that I could ride,” 

The dootor asked "Who oan they be?” 

"Bow-legged Susan and Hot-ount Marie," 








The Shit House Rag 


Dan! Dan! 

The lavatory nan, 

Has full charge 
Of the crapping can. 

He picks up the papers and he hands out the towels 
And he listens to the rumble of the fat men's bowels 
Ffff! Ffff! 

A fart is heard 
Followed by the sound 
Of a splashing terd. 

He finds his joy and greatest bliss 
In the crackle of the paper and trickle of the piss. 
Rah! R ah! Sis boon ah! 

Oh, you Shit House Rag! 

ItHHHH HH H 

fHHHnfltftlr 

Turkey In The Straw. 

I drempt last night and the night before 

That the devil was a-knocking on the shit-house door. 

I went down stairs to let him in, 

And he cracked ny ass with his.roiling pin ^ 

I ran upstairs to crawl into bad, 

And fall in the piss-pot over ny head. 

I couldn't swin and I couldn't float, 

A great big tend slid down ny throat. 









HUBERT L. CANFIELD 


Advertising 

8l ST. PAUL STREET, ROCHESTER, N. Y. 
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Ccu^-^ 

Mademoiselle from Armatieres, parlez-vous? 

Mademosielle from Armatieres, parlez-vous? 

Mademoiselle from Armatlerea 

She hadn't been fuoked for forty years; 

Inky-dinky parlex-vous? 

Mademoiselle from Armatlerea, parlez-vous? 

Mademoiselle from Armatieres, parlez-vous? 

Mademoiselle from Armatieres 

The soldier's cook brought her to tears; 

Inky-dinky parlez-vous? 

The fireman he was shovelling coal, pairlez-vous? 

The fireman he was shovelling coal, parlez-vous? 

The fireman he was shovelling coal 

He shoved it up the engineer's hole; 

Inky-dinky parlez-vous? 


The conductor was punching tickets for Franoe, parlez-vous? 

The conductor was punching tickets for France, parlez-vous? 
The conductor was punching tickets for France 
He saw a lady without any pants; 

Inky-dinky parlez-vous? 






Vf tfaJdky- VT**') 

(7 <uM^, - Crtrz^a i 

7k frfuu^°uf&jT^ x>tcaA 





dj-TTV . 




J 





(^(jKOrO^®^- 'j - 








Ah*^ £fcz*s( Aa AurA( A&\ 



~ttZc( Owu^flta 


Mj-OU 


ZisUj, #A~t 


°*7 


- Ch^co. • 




Ah ~VUjl ~tfcu\ ^-<)^zAc 4^-i ^ 

A*A&. 4^y^u(Tut^ 




^ cbJ-A&j 


[f-tn^**—. 


djQT- — 

tU, — 

/k^ ^ <^o«^7ro / 

Ah~Ac+^ sWiM-r uirv<s& , 

^ 1 {$#k .; 









The French thoy are a peculiar race, ^ \ \ 

Parlez-vous, (JY^ J 

The French they are a'peculiar race, 

Parlez-vous, 

She Preach they are a peculiar race, 

They fight with their feet, and fuck wit.i their face, 
Hinky 7 dinky, parlez-vous* 


/% Mademoiselle of Arraentieres, 

/ Parlez-vous, 

Mademoiselle of A rmentieres, — 

Farle’z-vous, 

Up ze stairs and in ze bed* 

And there she lost her maiden-head, 

Hiriky, dinky, parlez-vous. 


First three months and all is well, . 

Parlez-vous, 

First three months and all is well, 
Parlez-vous, 

First three months and all is well, 

The next three months she begins to swell, 
Hinky, dinky, parlez-vous 


Nine months gone, she gave a grant, 

Parlez-vous, a 

Nine months gone, she gave a grunt, '' 

Parlez-vous, ■ 

Nine months gone, she gave a grunt. 

And a little marine jumped out of her cunt, 

Hinky-dinky, parlez-vous. 


The little marine he grew and grew ^ 

Parlez-vous, 

The little marine he grew and grew, 
Parlez-vous, 

The little marine he grew and grew. 

And now he's scragging the women too,.- 

Hinky, dinky, parlez-vous. 


j)/5orJ 

Mademoiselle of gay De&ag-, 

Parlez-vous, /. 

Mademoisell of gay B e J o n g, iDXjo/v / 

Parlez-vous, . 

Mademoisell of gay Belong, 3>iS0fJ 
She gave me clap with a safety on, 

Hinky 7 dinky, parlez-vous. 
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(continued) 


Mademoiselle of Kernel hill, 

Parlez-vous, 

Mademoiselle of Kernel Hill, 

Parlez-vous, 

Mademoiselle of Kemel-Hill, 

She won’t Jiff-jig, hut her mother will, 

Hihky, dinky, parlez-vous. 



Landlord, have you some ruhy wine, 

Parlez-vous, 

landlord, have you some'ruby wine, 

Parlez-vous, 

Landlord, have you some ruby wine. 

That’s fit for an officer of the line, 

Hinky, dinky, parlez-vous. 


landlord, have you a daughter fine, i 

Parlez-vous, 

Landlord, have you a daughter fine,', 

Parlez-vous, 

Landlord, have you a dau^iter fine. 

T h a t,w o uld sui t an officer cf the line. 

Kinky, dinky, parlez-vous. 
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Mademoiselle from Bar la Duo, 

Parlas vous. 

Mademoiselle from Bar le Duo, 

Paries vous. 

Mademoiselle from Bar la Duo., 

She came to Paree to gobble the goo, 
Hinkay dinky parlas vous. 

Mademoiselle have you any cunt. 
Parley vote 

Mademoiselle have you any cunt. 
Parley vous 

Mademoisell have you any cunt. 

Bend it up to the American front, 
Hunky, dinky, parley vous. - 



Mademoiselle from Armentieres 
Parley vous 

Mademoiselle from Armentieres 
Parley vous, 



Mademoiselle from Armentieres, 
Haddft been jazzed in forty years*. 


Hinky, dinky parley vous. 

Madam, have you a daughter fair, ( 

L^\jk *** 1 *y vous > 

vHNWcn, have you a daugiter^air, v \ 
Parley yous, 

Padem. have you a daughter fair. 

With lily white tits and raven hair, 
/ Hinky, dinky, parley vous. N * 

The little marine he sailed away. 
Parley vous 

The little marine he sailed away. 
Parley vous, 

The little marine he sailed away. 
And left his girl in the family way., 
Hinky, dinky, parley vous. 




j 


Many and many a married man. 
Parley vous. 

Many and many a married man. 
Parley vous. 

Many and many a married man. 
Wants to go baok to France again, 
Hinky, dinky, parley vous. 
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HIKKY DIHKY PARLEZ VOU^| 
Dear lady, have you a girl so fine, 

Parlez vous, ^ 

Dear laay, have you a girl so fine, 

Parlez vous#. 

Dear lady have you a girl so fine 
Pit for a soldier from the line? 

Einkey, ainkey, parlez vous* 

Oh, yes, I have a daughter so fine, I 
Parlez vous, L 

Oh, yes, I have a daughter so fine, r 
Parlez vous, * \ 

Oh, yes, I JB^va. a daughter so fine \ ^ 

Pit for a^dhrtflw. from the line. J 

Einkey, dinkey, parlez vous*. 

They went upstairs .'toygo to bed. 

Repeat, eto., \j 

Ana then he took her/maidenheaa, / 

Einkey, ainkey, parled-vous. ^ 

Three months passed and all jwas well, 

And then her belly began tV/swell. 

Three months more and sh£ gave a grunt, yS 

And out rolled a recruit v from her old red o—t. 

This young recruit he grew dm grew, 

And now he's f--king the ladips too. (/ 

A mademoiselle from ArmentieM>sr, 

She hadn't been f—kea in forty years. 

link A mademoiselle ftfwjf gay Paree, 

She f—kea a boy from pompany B.‘ ^ 


The M.P.'s behind the lines, ^ 

P—king the women and drinking the wines 

The. 1JM.C.A. wetft ovhitt laptop, 

To 4^ the soiai^-t^-SHokihis. 




The Jewish Mar 
To pick up tli 


w\nt\oTOr\the\to'b, 
k(ii£$ theydVugh\oys did drop*. 









Many a son of Abraham, 

Parlay tous, 

Many a son of Abraham, 

Parley tous , 

Many a son of Abraham, 

Ha ate hivham for Uncle Sam, 



Hdnky, dinky, paries tous. 


/W i 


the captain he' s a-oarryin’ a pa ok, 
x Parley tous 

Xh'e captain he's a-oarryin* a pa ok. 
Parley tous 

The captain he's a-oarryin* a pack, 
Hope to Christ it breaks his baok, 
Hinky* dinky, parley tous. 


















211 West 11th Street, NYC. 
Karen 19th, 1926 


Alan N. Steyne: 
Bear Sir: 


I read your joyous note in this week's "Nation", and has-* 
ten to cooperate where 1 can. I noticed a- similar appeal in the 1 
MERCURY a few months ago, and imagine that is your pristine inspir¬ 
ation. 

However, if 1 cannot contribute much to this priceless anth 
ology, I hope to be able to get a copy when it is in final shape; so 

remember the name and address for future circularising purposes. 

I suppose you have already millions of verses for the 

famous "Parley-voo". Do they percnance include: 

"The general got the Qroix de ^uerre. . . . 


The son of a bitch was never there." 


"Mademoiselle from gay Paree, 

Had the chancre and gave it to me." 


"The little Marine he grew and he grew, 
And now he's shaggin' the women too." 


"The little Marine went over the top 

To let the Kaiser suck his -" (not such a good rhyme) 

which are all the verses I ever heard sung in our detail. 

And there is another gem which I have heard, but never learned: 

It begins: "Twas in my mother's hallway, i 

That I was led astray" (tune: Christmas ia?n the Harem) ■ 

On other pages, I attach other songs and fragments which may nelp 


a bit. 


Best luck to you, and be careful about the mails. 


Sincerely, 


l CnJjut 










Stray verses of Hinky Pinky Parlez-vouafU 

The A. I, F. is. coming back, 

But tha maaaraallas have got 
Hirk-y pinkey parlez-vous. 

Tha Y* k. 0, A, has gone over tha top 
To pick up tha pe'nnias tha Doughboys drop, 

Hinky pinky parlez-vous. 



thoir jack,! 






kaaerselle from gay Parse, 

I asks "Do you fuck!" and she says "OUi.oui! 
Hinkey pinkay parlez-vous! 







I screwed her in an old latrtne, / 
Cost two francs and was tree bees* 
Hinky pinky parlez-vous. J 






Tha»'first Your months all was well. 
Than, by Qov, she began to swell, 
Hinky pinky carlez-vous. 


When nine monthh cake she ^ve a grunt, 
A little karine hppped out of her cunt, 
Hinky pinky parlez-vous. 

The little kArine went-^over the top, 

And made the Kaiser suck his cock, 

Hinky pinky parlez-vous! 


", V 






SLAPOOH. 

(Sung by the Archangel Expeditionary Force - Russia - 1818-1919) 

Share urns an old soldier who orossed the Rhine 
Slapoon 

Shere was an old soldier who orossed the Rhine 
Slapoon 

Shere was an old soldier who crossed the Rhine 

And he stbpped In a tavern to buy him some wine 
Slapoon, Slapoodle * 

Die Heimen go Fadle 3/»/ rv ' / ' 

Said he: "Dear Mutter, your daughter is fine, 

Slapoon 

Said he:"Dear Matter, your daughter is fine 
Slapoon 

Said he: "Dear Mutter your daugater is fine 

She ought to be fuclced with a prick: like mine, 

Slapoon, Slapoodle 
Die Heimen go Fadle. 

Oh, not You see my daugiter'c too young, 

Slapoon 

Oh, not You see my daughter's too young, 

Slapoon 

Oh, not you see my dau^iter's too young. 

For you and she would surely get hung, 

Slapoon, Slapoodle, 

Die Heimen go Fadle* 


Oh, no. Dear Mutter, I'm not tod young, 

Slappoa - 

Oh, no. Dear Mutter, I'm not too young, v? 

Slapoon, 

Oh, no. Dear Matter, I'm not too young, * 

For I've been fuoked by many a one, 

Slapoon, Slapoodle, 

Die Heimen go Fadle. 

OB, then, dear daughter, if you're not too young 
Slapoon 

Oh, then, dear daugiter, if yuu're not too young, 

Slapoon, 

Oh, then, dear daughter, if you're not |oo young. 

Just pull up your dress and let him gpv on, 

Slapoon, Slapoodle, 

Die Heimen go Fadle. 







v 


, SLiSOGS J2) 


Oh, see. Dear Mutter, he's into m« now, 
Slapoon 

Oh, sea. Dear Matter, he's into me now, 
Slapoon, 

Oh, see. Deer Matter, he*8 into me now. 

Like Solomon's hull had it into the fow, 
Slapoon, Slapoodle, — 

Die Helmen go Eadle. 

Six months come - nine months did pass 
Slapoon 

Six Months oome - nine months did pass 
Slapoon 

Six months oome - dine months did pass 
A young Yankee soldier jumped out of her ass 
Slapoon, Slapoodle, 

Die Helmen go ?adle. 

Slapoon* 










[This MS is on the back of the preceeding typescript page] 







Snapooder, 8napeeder. 

A soldier came over from Rhine, Z;' 

Snapoo! 

He stopped at a tavern to buy him some wine* 

Cho.- 

Snapooder, enapeedor; folangp feeder. 

Charcoal and saltpetre; asshole, fartiess heater- 
Snapoo!! 

*' Oh, Tavern Keeper, Your daughter looks fine, 

Snapoo! 

She ought to be fucked by a soldier from Rhine." 

"Oh no, FineSSdldie-r,skh$ 's’laUch^teo'ycung, 

Snapoo! 

You'd puncture her belly and ruin her bung." 

"Oh, no, Father, I'm not too young, 

Snapoo! 

I've stood it three fingers clear up to the thumb. 

"Oh, Father, heA on me now, 

Snapoo! 

He fucks just like the bull on the cow." 

"Oh, Father, HeV biting my teats, 

Snapoo! 

It feels so good it gives me the shits." 





8napooder Snapeeder,2 


Oh, Father, I'm all of a quiver! 

Snapoo! 

Ha's knockad ay shit-bag clear over my lirer." 

Six months of the year want by, 

| 

Snapoo! 

And her apron at rings they would not tia. 

Whan nine months of the yaar had passed, 
Snapoo! 

A little Dutch soldier hopped put of her ass. 





"s rr:z i . 
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Another collegiate song from the 0, of California, to the tune of " I'm a 
roving wreck of poverty." 

Oh, Harvard's run by Princeton, 

S, ' 

And Princeton's run bp Yale, 

Hit Yale is run by Vassar, 

And Vassar* s run by tall. 

Oh, Stamford's run by stud-horse piss, 

They make it there by hand- 
Oh! the masturbating, fornicating 
Cardinals be damned! 

Cho. 


be damned, boysT 
The Caddinals be daandd! 

The Cardinals be damned, boys, 

The cardinals be damned! 

To hell with dirty Stamford, 

God damn her stinking soul! 

»a can come right up to Berkeley, 

* 

And kiss the bear's arse-hole. 



If I had a girl, lads, 

I'd dress her up in red, 

And send her down to Stamford 
To lose her maidenhead, 

But if I had a boy, lads, 

I'd send him .to the U. 

And he'd shout "To hell with Stamford!" 


Like his daddy used to do. 
Cho* 







CHRISTOPHER COLUkBO 


In Fourteen hundred and ninety two 
A ginny from Italt 
Strode up the streets of old Genoa 
Telling "Hot tamale!" 

Cho.- 

He swore the World was round-o, 

His balls hung to the ground-o; 

That masturbating sonovabitch 

With the syph and the clapp and the seven year itch 
Christopher Columbo! 

He took his plans to Ferdinand, 

That Monarch fat and lazy, 

Says Ferdinand, "To hell with him, 

The Goddam \»bp is crazy!" 

So he went forthwith to seo the queen, 

Saying "Give me ships and cargo, 

And I'll be a blighted sonovabitch 

If I don't bring back Chicago!" 

Says Isabel,"I see a ohanco 
To gratify the passion, 

That I've conceived for this blooming Wop 
In truly Spanish fashioij." 


Christophs r Cllusbo,2 


Thoy aet at sight at the garden gats, 
Coluabo scarcely anew her, 

But he laid her flat upon her back 
And threw a fuck into her. 

The Queen put all ner jewels in hock 
To get Coluabo started. 

She shed salt tears upon the dock, 

Coluabo merely farted. 

A week oraorfi from the Spanish shore 
They heard a frightful -vailing. 

They found Coluabo on the bridge 

With his teeth sunk in the railing. 

Coluabo was a sonovabitch, 

And he came from old Genoa. 

He caught',the clapp froa Isabel 
The famous Spanish whore. 

Now doctors on this Goddam ship 
fsre few and far from many. 

There was only one old quack on board 
And he went by name of Bennie. 





Christopher Columbo.3 


Old Bennie knew a thing or two^ 

His smile was calm and placid. 
He filled Coluado's penis up 
With hot sulphuric acid* 

For ninety days and ninety nights 

They sailed the broad Atlantic, 
Untill at last for a piece of ass 

The sailors were quite frantic. 

Whe a iian got tre r* ve r* bad 

The tied him to the mast-pole. 
And Coluabo bared his good right am 
And shored it up his aes-hole. 

__ gPA-A-. - 

Columbo had a cabin boy 

Who loved hiip like a brother. 
And every night at half past twelve 

They would leap on one another. 

For ninety day 3 and ninety nights 

They sailed in search of booty. 
Till upon a shore they spied a whore- 
Vy Gawd! she 'was a beauty! 


Christopher Coluabo 4 


The sailors leaped into the surf. 
Shedding shirts and collars, 

In fifteen minutes by the clock 

She made ten thousand dollars. 

Coluabo chased a nut brown maid 
Who resentad hie ad raneee, 

Till he ran her up a cocoa palm. 

And fucked her in the branches. 

For seven hours they kept it up, , 

And made a wild commotion. 

The cocoanuts were shakes loose 
And fell into the ocean. 

This Island maid was very sweat, 

But her revenea 'was sweeter, 

Culumbo got a dose of syph, 

With ahancres on his peter. 

Soon he journeyed baeje to Spain 
Where he was needed sorely, 

For the Queen with a length of beam 
Was masturbating hourly. 







Christopher Coluabo. 5 



He laid the New fotld at hwr fast, 
But g&ve her greater rapture 
When he laid her down upon the rug, 
And set about to scratch her. 




It took a whole night's labor 
To satisfy her passion. 

And he filled her up with syphilis 
In thorogoing fashion. 



So he got his knockers taken off, 

And they dyed his pecker yellow 
For bei#g a dirty sonovabitch 
And dosing Isabella. 






In fourteen hundred end ninety-two, e Be go from Italee, 

Wes walking on the streets of S$ila, selling hot tamales. 

He went up to the Queen of Spain; seid "Give roe ships and cargo 
And 1*11 he e cook-eyed sone of a hitoh if 1 don't bring 

ysa baok, Chicago." 

For he knew the world was round-o 
And lend it oould be foueA-o 
This masturbating, fornicating 
Cristofo Columbo. 

Now in the town of Madrid, the olepsters were not many. 

And the very best clapster in the town was a God-damned Jew 

win. named Benny. 

Colombo he did go to him, with countenance calm and placid. 

And Benny filled his peter up - with muriatic eoid. 

For he knew the world was round-o 
And lend it oould be found-o ' 

This navigating, virgin-hating Christofo Columbo. 

Fourteen,daysy u gon the deep, columbo he got rooty, 

Ht spre i mnin pntar > to* flie nT fflhro end said "Ain't that a beauty f " 
The first mete thumbed his nose at him and hid behind the mast pole 
Columbo grabbed the oabln-boy and Jammed it up his ass-hols. 

For he knew the world was round-o 
And land it oould be found-o 
This masturbating, fornicating 
Cristofo Columbo. 

Columbo had a one-eyed mats, he loved him like a brother. 

They used to go dowfl in the hold and lay on one anotherl 
The sailors were a whorry crew, they buggered anybody - 
Columbo said that was the way that they all kept so ruddy. 

For he knew the world was round-o 
And land it oould be found-o 
That navigating, sailor-baiting, 

Son-of-a-bitoh Columbo. 

And when they hose in sight of land, all were intent on booty 
A whore stood'^yf upon the sand, Great Christlshe was a beauty* 
sailp jMip lunged into the deep, sheading ooats and collars. 

In s>^fASf&n mlnutbs, by the oloek, she made nine hundred dollars. 

For he knew the world was round-o 
And land it oould be found-o 
That masturbating, fomioating, 

Cristofo Columbo. 







Columbo he 414 git last whaok, his cook was red and fiery. 

He started baok into His ship, to write it in his diary, 

A mighty shout arose on board "All hands, coma weigh the anchor" 
Colombo oouldn't move a step - his balls were full of chanore. 


Oh, his balls were large and round-o 
His oook hung to the ground-o 
This masturbating, fornicating 
Son of a bitoh, Columbo. 
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CHRISTQgQ COLUMBO 


•Twas in fourteen hundred and ninety-two, 
Columbo, he departed, 

Isabelle wept a peck of tears, 

Columbo merely farted. 

— > 

The ship was ninety days at sea, 

Columbo, he felt rooty. 

His cock stood at attention, for 

It heard the call to duty. 

He took the good old wh&nger out 
Aiii laid it on the deck. 

The first mate stumbled over it 

And damned near broke his neck. 

As he lay there on the quarter-deck. 

Close to the forward m*sthole, 

Columbo gave hie cock a twitch, 

And shoved it up his ass-hole. 

"Oh, spare me,sirei" the first made cried, 
"And I will give my daughter." 

"Bring on the bitch" bold Chris replied, 
'•Or I will give no quarter." 

The maiden fled across the deck. 

The vi Ilian h<? pursued her, 
borne white of egg ran down her leg. 

The sou of a bitch had screwed her. 


/ 

Ooluw^Wo Sall^L -4- fadltA. 

A euro 51 * 

AwcC oaL-e^v. VvC "Coo i^<L “tWov^-ck*Va^.l 
T~j~ aJvuuoji dirovi^ 


dPo o Wuwv^Jxe4 aw( VUM 


grW, aorcrtK 


Q u » -UCCa a. 

0 


Xsa>U^« 


SUfi 

Q ] 0 UaJp Wca^ GaaL^^jx. •, 



.V, 


ir^y^ • ••- * : v ; ■• ' ' -rt. d * 

** T ■^'."'** 1''' V. f rt_r _ 4 _T i " . 

* * AA k lli-4 -A»__L 


Lwjto **-* |p^rvw<>- 

m- - £a T3 1 

2^ "A Uaz, A ,—r 


! is,v i ; ! 


- s .1 _^- 7 --, ytr-^Tj 

oh. <■^ -its; 

at .-ir- ^ u *r~ •*? ^ 

v . ■ fi • 



4 






sJL^> 


4^ 


T 


4 u-~ 

-I • A . _* * 6 ~tj^ 

r*~M, ’ i ^£1 s, r —«- 



. .w ^ '‘TIT, 

v ; ^ u *7 Xis - u~jl ^y- , 

' . A . /) fl- ° C0 *“ -> 


T^. i ,.^r^ro 





--c _ pojL. ' “ "“ 

rt . _ji .n_ . l ^_T^ ck -'" t> - 


^<L 







>%<, ,* 

■yi 


erv^j 





cu>~ 


^ "W ; WI»I '-■• r ^'.\ 

Jlw. t- 

’ * .»'.!*:•• \„- £ *;.i 

i /? ' 


,- w ^JccL ■«"—xv*-*^-'' <x -° / ' ■ '*■• 


<■ 









^ , <v /\^vCtvO 

-. 0 - 3 ^ £&£*- <ZTUL^ ^ ^A ^Az± ~ 

• *—r I in 1 * m< ** » »« 

i 0*1 J JU* XJU ' 



- •-■& 




lUr^k U ■** ~t7 T > ~> J—*■~“- UJt ~ ^ "I 

dutr—-*“-' 

cA^r^- u ~ . .. ,-r*. 


„ ,af ^ <2 ^ s 'Y U " A '' ^ , j^jl '^-,<— 

^ ^ ^ u rr^d* ^ 

i^JP^\ — U-'. 

3. *- .‘nr: 1 Z. - *- ^^ 

Y 


■-& 


lf A 

\j . 


£J> ~VW^- 

"t. c^-u^-^ 0 * 



rl-S; 


•> ^ * 
■>i 


‘ i**i * s 2 .-. - -. ':^.- ■ hstk^i.. 


■ ■ 

s3YMYM.::;,z 




J^T^ 5 s£ull ;*£U - ‘A u *o -v^CwA, JU---S - 

^r*-^ °^~ ^ ' A - 1 .t .iJ.' . oO ‘ is ^ c^-GQaa.3 



>00 «. sU^^ ^ x ' „ :’ - ^ > 

fit*- ^ O, J^QUo^-i. 


v / 

„ I I - 

Q^JU JU^A - “ V ~ J ' ^ / Jui. U— 7ci5 - 

rT w, W-A*~ U-~f ~ ^ c ^' P £Lx$ ., , . -, ■. 

u— ^ w* * -f ~< -•- - "" “”~^' 

rr> “T*Jujlfu-*■f"~“~■ 

crt- 4 

t [jjr U-». ■* 

.,,.1. < < uJJtftf c/ ^ j * 1 ^ / J ,,,^j «v^ U* foi^ A ~> * 


tw - w " rf ^ r*L cL»m *a* <»- uu ' / 

fc ^iz££.- 


,C S^>^E->W 




j* n- ^ j *“ ir 5 ', ; 


5 VV.1 


> luUt ' T^i 1- 


. ^ JLft.J^ 




^ ^"T,^ Jtr 


■ ■ w . _£.<u ^ 


-t ' / Wa~ 


W*- 


Y* 0 


j,J}wwh 5’^0 




— ^ # . r 

^7 ^ s' ‘ 


W>^\j »«•' 


/v.V*U ■ ';?,■ 

• ' 


W,$ : ' 

3 


C 


„ ■* ^ ■ - -#■'■ 
V I- I.' **„.•>,*'. , . y- . ' 

s "* , !..-,> \ . V .. 

: •• '. *■'■■ ; ! 'v -;• ' v. - • ■ v '■ ' 

; ) , y ‘ 


, Sam* dit *f driaking whiskey. 
Some die of drinking beer. 

Seme die of the diabetia, 

■ L. " ' .' ... 

And some of the diarrhea. 

But all th e ehbl e . fUiUFU vor 
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T h e re 1 # n o thing hal f- s o su re 

As the drip drip drip. 

And the drop drop drop 

Of the God damned gonorrhea. 



Put on your olA rubber bonnet, ^ V. . *- 4 . , 

■ ' y l 

With eome vaseline upon it, Ot-, TUlLf 

For you. cannot have it any other way. L-' 

For it. wouldn't do a lady 

Ta have a little baby 

A week before her wedding day. 



Ve are from Troop I, from Troop I are we. 
Ve ride together, bare erased and free 
God Damn It!! 


We're from Lake Brie, fe should be weary- 
■ Troop'I from Buffalo! 



There was a young man from Australia, 

Who .painted his arse like a dahlia. 

They viewed th bright flower • 

In delight by the hour, . 

But they say,that the scent was a failure. 
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'jfiT ifr7 Galiag/bar, Ob kr. Gallagher I see your littla Nail is fond of pats. 

Sr7"7I&3 a rabbet and a dog W.L-x. 

1 turtle and a frog, $y 

And thro cockatoos tkat know their alphabets. ^ 

t'*'yLP<P 
J UA1+' 

Ok kr,Sheen, Ok kr. Skeen, Her choicest pat I think you’re never seen. ^ ^ i2 __ 
Ske k-eps it ojrt of sight, 

But lots ate play vritk it at night- 
«A Persia* kitten, kr. Gallagher? 

-Just plain pussey, ir. Skeen. 


Ok kr. Gallagher, ok kr. Gallagher, I lore to fis^'t^a brooks for perch 
and trout. 

This sylvan solitude 
Does ay. posts nature ^ood. 

f 

I feel inclined to danee around and shout. 

Ok kr. Skeen, ok kr. Skeen, Keep quiet, for a funny thing I're seen. 

A man sitting in the sand,, 

A long pole in kis hand- 
- Bait casting, Lr. GallegkerT 

-kasturbati^g, kr. Sheen. 


Ok kr. Gallagher, ok kr,8*11 sghk r y. T?S a b r swe et id^cal 1 ed last night upon 

Tke phone. 

Said ska felt inclined to play, 

But her husband vas away, 

And ske was very lonesome ail alone. 


On kr..Skd3R, oh kr Shear ,1 kurried off to cheer my darling queen. 
I had a lot of power, • 
came is half an hour- 



I» your speedster, hr Gallagher! 

- 0» har sofa/hr. Sheen. 

t / 

Oh hr. Gallagher, oh kr. Gallagher, The country surely is a lorely place. 
The air ao fresh and pure., 

Tfta iaaidans all demure, j 
And everyone presents a sailing face. 

\ 

Ok kr. Si.een, On hr. S« jsr, Ikpent a Sum-9e r once are fields ware green. 

/ 

Tiie Fa mars* a&Ae was 

And ka kad a ckaraiag diugktsr- 

\ 

Do any faming, kr GalXegker! \ 

~0*xy piQWiag,\kx\ Skeen. 

# il 
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Ab Adaption of Carolina is th^orning. 
Once I aet a folia. 

And his tarticles rare ye11a, 

Id tho noraing* 

I says aoot emphatic 
r You're looking too gysmatic, 

In the norning* 

It is too late for serening. 

You aasturbate, I see. 

Vhat you have been doing, 

Doesn't appeal to ae. M 


He Says, " Ikenpare things finer 
Than a juicy tight vagina, 

In the aoxming. 

For the cunt tha^ softly squeezes 
Brings disaster and diseases. 

In the aoming* 

But the greatest pleasure 
That a folios can get, 

Is to sake up and find , 

4wir* 

That-Ws eihsiit.M-a—aoi^—a. 

^In the evening I sas drasing, 



And uy bed sas full of seaen,, 


In tho|aorningj 
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A Hanover flapper named Ida 
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Swore that, no'-'student, could ride-a 

■- ■ . ' ' ' -■ 

But at a fraternity dance 


./ Cr.'HfS 

S-fS.^SSk 


She fell in a trance* 


Now her twat-hole is two indies wide. 


There was a girl of keraphua Term®, - 
/O ':'xk^^X:z : ; ,v. ■■■ssf's ., 

Who frigged herself with a fountain pen* 




She was hrot to bed with a negro child 


In the shade of the old apple tree 




sere that she gave it to me 


Syphilis and clapp 


Buhu mayhap, 


Crab lice and dirty chancres 


m;? / 


In the shads of the old apple tree 


There will he no more fucking for me* 

- 4 * ' i . : < ' ' f 

With the palm of ay hand 

I'll know pleasure grand. 


In the shade of the old apple tree* 
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MY LITTIE GRAY BTD. 


(Parody on "l®r Little Gray Hone in the west.) 

in ny little gray bed at the Hita, 

Why* 1 thPc# all the men into fits* 

We hare cocktails at foor 
And at six me hare more * 

And then they see things that they ne'er sen before, 
mlf yon like, acne to seven-o-four, 

Don't knock, Just pash open the door. 

Oh* the men may oome strong 
Ait they nerer laet long -■ 

In my little gray bed at the Rita. 


PARODY. 



("When Yon Wore a Tulip* and I Wore a Rose") 


If yen'll rear a oondom, 

A big rubber oondom* 

I'll take off my B.V. D.*s, 

Yon oan oarese me. 

Yon oan undress me* 

You oan go as far aa yon please. 

Play with it* dearie. 

And make it feel aheery* 

It's down where the short hair grows. 
Yon oan oorao round an Sunday 
And stay until Monday* 

If you'll wear that big rubber hose. 



PARODY. 

(Cavalier Song in the "Merry Widen)" 

Dainty little horse manure* 
ninety-nine per oent it's pure* 
Dainty little turdiea* 

Pood for all the birdies* 
Dainty little horse manure. 


—Dartmouth Song. 



Turkey in the St raw ,2 



I went down town to bu£ a penny drum, 


Knosked on the door and nobody cone. 


So I picked up a brick and broke the glass, 

Out cone the Devil a-sliding on hie aes* 

The Devil shit a nonkey and the nonkey shit a flea. 
The flea shit a sailor and they all went to sea. 


The sea began to roar, the piss began to pour, 

The sailor got a hard on, and couldn't get aehore. 



Oh, here's to Sally, who'e a Ooddan whore, 

She wipes her aes on the knob of the door. 

'itt. 

The noon shone bright on the end of hor teat, 

And she brushed her teeth with blue-jay shit. 

Oh, she rolled over once, and she rolled over twice, 
And the rolled over three tines, Jesus Christ! 

: 

The hairs on her coozie were strawberry oolod, 

And th9 flea$ up her aes were fucking one another. 

Here's to the Kaiser, the eon of a bitch, x: ■■■ 
hay he die of the pox and the seven year's itch, 


Turkey in the Straw,2. 

We*11 batter his balls with a seven pound hammer 
Till his ass-hols whistles the Star Spangled Banns*. 

The old man sat on the barbed wire fence 
Screwing up his nut s with a oonksy wrench, 

The grass grew up and tickeled his balls 
And his gun went off in his over-alls. 

Fill up the bowl, Boys, fill up the bowl, 

And drink to the dean, God damn his apul! 

*®*11 all be there when he calls the roll, 

For we're all going to Haaven up the Dean's ass-hole. 




2 


Latdat college gams. 

"Button! Sutton! Here comes the chaperone!" 

Latest aong. 

"She aits on his lap, asd bawl*." 

National flower of diabetic. 

Sweetpea. 

The height of disappointment. 

A cow who backs up to a Bull Durham sign, thinking it is a filling station 

m 


0hi-~4h*~i 


And^tBEretd 


fgw*w«d,psopofeatiencopd lady back, 


Oh! the c.,t couidr/t kitten, and the dog couldn’t pup, 
And the c,ld man couldn't get his proposition up. 

Oh! the first lady foreward and the second lady back. 
And the tnidd lady's finger up the fourth l&dV's crack. 
Swing yer partner! Grease yer pole! 

Oo t. Hell, God damn yer eoul! 

Oh the first lady foreward and the second lady back. 
And the tnird lady's finger up the fourth lady's crack. 





Part of a negro rhyme. 

Coffee in the pot. Sugar in the bowl. 
Pappy's mad at naamy. She won't jelly-roll. 


Biscuits in the oven, getting nice and brown. 

Pappy's ir the orchard, chasing mammy roun*. 

MJLH 
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Diffe rence between man with 9 children ard the Chicago Limited. 
Ana. The Chicago Limited pulls out on time. 
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O^J She stood rlgit there, in the moonlight bars, 

* 

While I undid hsr nighty* 

The atfmlight lit on the end of hop tit, 

By Jesus Christ Almighty. 

Oh, she jumped into bed, pulled the eeeers o'er her head. 
And store I couldn't find her* 
i ■ I knew damned sell she lied like hell, 

\ So I jtoped right in behind h*r* 







She stood stool? ^till 
On the crest of the hill 


And the wind blew up her nightie 


* On the nipple of her tit 
Je-aus idhrist. Almighty. 


She jumped in bed 


,And covered up'her* head. 


And 'swore I coiild not find her 


• But I knew damn well 


She lied like hell. 

So I jumped right in behind her/ 












Oh, she riddled an* she diddled, end ehe shat on the-floor, 

K 

And die wiped her are* on the^nob of the door, 


And the soon shown down on the end of her tit. 

And die brushed her teeth with blue-bird shit. ; 

MS 

Irfrfr 

A sonfc •entitled- * 

"It way hare been hard for hie first four wires, 


but its awfully soft for **•" 
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There was an old man at B »4 (j ft t e » la^ft year, 

Whose hobby was swimming around the 1 Pier, 

He dove and he swam way out to the rook*. 

And amused all the ladies by shaking his 
Fist at the oopper who stood on the shore. 

The very same copper who pulled him before* 

They pursued in/small^boats, but were unable to pass 
For the thr i f t y old rascal would then show his 
Wondrous manoeuvres in swimming so fine. 

His wonderful muscles before and behind. 



This man had a sister at Britton last year. 
Whose hobby was swimming around the same pier. 
She dove like a dog and swam like a duck 
And showed by her motions she knew how to 
Frolio in water quite up to her chin. 

And not be drowned as so many have been. 


Her suit of blue serge was the finest of fits. 

And showed to advantage the swell of her 
Tidy oontour from her head to her feet, 

*Twas just the right thing and exceedingly neat. 

When tired of swimming, for shells she would hunt. 

And go through the motions of washing her 

Clothes in the ocean so deep and sc blue. 

Thinking thereby she would make them look new. 

When tired of swinging, for shore she would start. 

And enjoy the strange pleasure of letting a 
Fresh swell roll over her dainty toes 
And wash the sand from off her hose. 

There was an old farmer who sat on a rock. 

Watching the little boy play with his 

Marbles and cronies in the springtime of yore. 

When his little companion was a great big fat 
Decent young lady, who sat on the grass 
And when she rolled over, showed the shape of her 

Shoes and her stockings,which fitted her like a duck 
She said she was learning a new way to 

Bring up her children and teach them to knit 
While the boy in the pasture was taking a 
Pretty little girlie down to the oriok 
Where he said her would show her the length of his 
Eowboat, which was anchored down by the falls. 

On the way down he slipped and he injured his 
Finger and he oursed like a Jew. 

He wished he had a gun with which he could hunt 
And started out on the trail of a 

Rabbit, wfciofa bounded away over the sod. 

You Inay think this is bull-shit, but it isn't, by God. 
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THE GAY CAVAILEHIO. 


There onoe lived a gay young Lothario, 
Who dwelt in a far-off oastillio; 

Who was stuck on his tra-la-la-lillio 
And the works of his tweedle-dum-dee. 

One night he went to the theatrio, 

And met there a charming senorio, 

He showed her his tra-la-la-lillio 
And the works of his tweedle-dum-dee. 

"Disgusting" cried out the senorio, 

"For I am the Virgin Clarissio, 

I've no use for your tra-la-la-lillio 
Or the works of your tweedle-dum-dee*" 

He took her to his oastillio. 

And laid her upon a soft pillio, 

And he showed her his tra-la-la-lillio 
And the works of his tweedle-dum-dee* 

"Delightful" oried out the senorio, 
"Though I am the virgin Clarissio, 

I am stuck on your tra-la-la-lillio 
And the works of your tweedle-dum-dee." 

Then he went to see the dootorio. 

Who said "You've got the siffilio. 

In your handsome tra-la-la-lillio 
And the works of your tweedle-dum-dee." 

Now he sits in his far-off oastillio, 

<. With a handful of cotton hattilio. 
Swabbing off his tra-la-la-lillio 
And the works of his teedle-dum-dee. 





l r £/lS f/ **- 




-w rp^ 

* rjLur^ 

W rrr~ 

A I __ _£~fcu- 

„ * /P) . a 

crp^ 2 -^ 


'oM 



\~. jjtzas— cisnsv <n ~ 0 




<fr^*' = u~**~ 

crS^Tr, 

J> Jr~-^ 

Jj, \^.n^ Y**’ 3 
" ^ , TJ ^ 


t n , iw~- 

_1_ oWaJt - ^ <lQLX. kno*. dV, 

qtuu -u~* —-‘ ^ 

-■ « U - fe ^ ^ ‘*~ , 

_ L ^ ! . A . r <Uu.- A p—•* 


£>' _rti u*-^, 

/ ' . ^7^ dA^o*^ ^ j 

31 , . -^v-v 

/w- — 1 1 __ 


^”*•»—•^-*■7 


r 

p-* *u ^.A>*^* 










., Jl/\* 


*~~/ tl ~’ ' C"L-yI ^ 

, -rl JL*'«*~-+' ) \^r 

“■•; ~ [ ^ u u, wu *i.. 7^ 

c - 1 r^“ r^-A ... u " 

>C\ / A T’^"’ 4- 


I ? a * 1/VwCX <r ^ ™ 0 

*£• j u - 

/*) .1- CU-Tr—.tw ' cJLji ' 

. x * X;,L * ^ 

crfc- ^ ‘, ^ .«-—-*■ *- 

. .„ ,ul ~ i—^ i . i^-*- r — 

^ C ~ 7 * 

^ U-' s ^4 ^ "' “x— ^ 

' , 0 £,_ ^v^s€^-°-'K ^T < ; ** 

<9U j- -“irr r.^ ^=' 3 

^ u~ —y^ •****' ‘Tx^-j«-- —^ 
^.1^-* _ U- -•" ^*- <f x ^ 


jui. 




/ 


Ur*Ms\ 

Fire is the mountain, snake-4n-tfee~ grass 
I’m mighty rooty for a piece of am+JjtlL 
. 0, te 1Lmellow long JssMC^Twait? 

Can I you now, or must I hesitate? 



Whiskey by the bottle, oof fee ljy tho pound. 
Can’t lay up a nickel for whort*around. 

0* tell/me, how long must I wait? 

Can I -g^Vou now or must I hesitate? 


Ashes to ashes, and dust to dust. 

If women don’t get you, liquor must. 

0, tellmeJiow long must I wait? 

Can I s&fyov. now or must I hesitate? 


Honey for breakfast, and honey for tea. 

But honey in bed is what appeals to me. 

0, tell, me, how long must I wait? 

Can I gdST^rou -now or must I hesitate? 


Belly to belly, and skin to skin, 

Iwo things a- rabbin* and one goin’ in. 

0, telTme, how long must I wait? 

Can I 'galC^ou fcow or must I hesitate? 


Ridin* in the saddle, givin’ her the gourd, 
Diggin’ in the 3hort rows, /tti, MjpuLord. 

0, tell me, how long must I wait?* 

Can I get you now or must I hesitate? 
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Nigger Blues. 2 


Ashes to ashes, 

And dust to dust, 

If it wasn't for our ass-holes 
Our bellies would bust. 

Belly to belly, 

With tty ass-hole to the sun, 
Qotta swing a mean prick 
To make ay baby cone. 

I pushea\he|r back 
Against tftal wall, 

Ard her coddle flew open 
Like a red/parasol. 

Takes a barrel of water 
To oaks an engine run,. 

Takes a baby elephant 
To aake ay sweety cone. 


A nicxle'e worth of cold creaa, 
A dines worth of lard, 

Vaseline your coozie 
Till my cock gets hard. 


Was belly to belly 
When I jumped and I farted 
And that's how the trouble 
All got started. 



Filled her^uli of gist 
Right up to ngjr chin. 
First we had triolets 
And now we got* twins. 


If I had a woman 
And she wouldn't fu ck, 
I'd knock out herftaeth 
And aake her suck. 


Down in the barnyard 
Saw a cow eating hay. 
Sai^the cow's sweet daddy 

An<r went away. 

A 

You got the jelly 
An' 1 got the roll, 

Lets put 'em together 
And make sweet jelly-noil* 








Nigger Blues,3 




There's two kinds of people 
I can't understand, 

Thats the cock-suckin woman 
And the cunt-lapping man* 

If ay body's a church 
And my pecker's the steeple, 
I'll hang by ay balls 
To accomodate the people. 

( Oh, I aAnt the lieutenant, 

\ Nor the lieutenant^ son, 

\ But I'll handle your fcrirates 
J Till the lieutenant comes. 

I $ OM* ~»vo 
1 Oh, JJ m net Ba iceman, 

J Nor eSe Icemans so$, 

A But iMAm fill'etp your box 
Till the iceman cones. 

/ Oh, I aant the aduiral, 

/ Nor the admiral6 son, 

/ But I can give yoVi semen 
I Till the admiral comes. 

I Oh, I aint a koruan, 

\ Nor a ko man's spn, 

I But wheb it comes to booty, 
Vl*a a second Brigham Young. 

kasma runs a whore house, 

Papa tends the door, 

Little brother Willie 
Licks the gisa off the floor. 

Mother's on the poor farm, "V ? 
Father's in the Jail, 

Brother runs a cat hous^ 

And Sister peddles tail.* 

lother takes in washing, 

Papa drives a hack, 

Brother sells bootleg, 

And Baby pulls his jack. 

kothcr's in the hospital, 
Father's in the jail, . * 

Sister's in B^eWn,*“'*■*“ 
there she has it -Iw’sale. 

There's snakes on the mountain, 
AnjJ eels in the sea, 

a red headed woman 
kade a wreck out of me. 


, --jir 
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Nigger Blues. *d-4nf±irttua 

Ashes to ashes 
And dust to dust, 

If I don't get soae booty 
Ay pecker will rust. 

Cho* 

Oh, Honey,HON long 
Have I gotta wait! 

<I> get it now, 

Or must I hesitate? 

Belly to belly 
And chin to chin, 

Open up your legs 
And let your daddy in* 

honey is money, 

I love it somehow. 

Booty is booty 
If it's hung on a cow. 

A fist full of teat£ 

And a aouth full of tongue, 

Takes a long pecks red daddy 
To aake his baby cone. 

Belly to belly 
And skin to skin, 

Old maids try fuckin', 

But nothin goes in. 

Baby, stop yo bawlin, 

Honey, hush yo cryin, 

Daddy's got a peter • 

Aeasures three by nine*. 

Old fashioned fuckin 
*s a thing of th' past. 

If ya wanna keep yer sweety, 

Y' gotta kiss 'er ass. 

A bowl full of suger, 

A spoonful of salt, 

If I don't get ay booty 
It's ay own damn fault* 

If all the booty 
Wks across th' sea, 

It's a damn fine swianer 
I'd surely be. 

If the ocean wan whiskey, 

And I was a duck, 

I'd dire to the bottom 
And never coae up. 







X went down home about four o'dock, \ 

I knoeked, on the door and the door was\ looked; 
I went to the window but when I peeked\in 
A big buck nigger wee a-easing it in j 

To my baby. To my ba by ^_/ 

Into my baby, and 


Baby, baby, have you forgot 
The night I humped you in the vacant lotf 
I backed your ass up against the fence 
And you’ve been taking it ever since* 

That’s no lie, baby, that’s no lie, babe. 
You’ve been taking it, that’s no lie. 



iL*.s X- 


LOSSjgfcB mm, - 
(Southere^ountain Song) 




Apples in the cupboard. 

Peaches on the shelf, 

I*m damned tired 
? Of sleeping by myself. 

Birds on the mountain 
Pishes in the sea, 

Takes a big-legged woman. 

To make a fool of me* 

Possums in the high wood. 

Babbits on the flat, 

Ify cock’s a-stiokin' out 

For a place to hang my hat. 

In h?ll is the Devil, 

And in Keaven, God, 

Jesus Christ knows I need 
Some tallow on my rod* 

Coo2 in the cornfield. 

On the ridge is dee.r. 

Old woman came by. 

Hadn’t fucked in forty year. 

Yaller birds is yaller, 

Blaok birds is black. 

Little girl came by, 

Wam't old enough to crack. 

Laud^el on the mountain, 

On the bottom is grass. 

I'll catch me a tom-cat 

Run my pecker up his ass. 
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SHE BLEW! 


She engineer was at the throttle. 

She Blew, she blew. 

The engineer was at the throttle, J 

She blew, she blew. 

The engineer was at the throttle. 

Jerking off in a whiskey bottle, 

And sway she blew, the son of a bitoh she blew* 


The fireman he was shoveling oOal, 

She blew, she blew. 

The fireman he was shoveling ooal. 

She blew, she blew. 

The fireman he was shoveling ooal, 

A red-hot oinder flew up his ass-hole. 

And away she blow, the son of a bitoh, she blew. 


The brakeman was a-o Issuing the lanps. 

She blew, she blew. 

The brakeman was a-oleaning the lamps. 

She blew, she blew. 

The brakeman was a-oleaning the lamps. 

And all of a sudden he shit in his pants. 

And away she blew, the sen of a bitch, she blew. 


The switchman forgot to turn the switch. 

She blew, she blew. 

The switohmen forgot to turn the switch. 

She blew, she blew. 

The switohman foxgo.t to turn the switch. 

And the train ran over the eon of a bitoh. 

And away she blew, the son of a bitoh, she blew, 

' v The porter was making up a berth. 

She blew, she blew. 

The porter wae making up a berth, 

3he blew, she blew. 

The porter was making up a berth. 

Fucking a whore for all he was worth. 

And away 8he blew, the son of a bitoh, she blew. 


The mail man was sorting out the mail. 

Sloe blew, she blew. 

The mail man was sorting out the mail. 

She blew, she blew. 

The mail man was sorting out the mail. 

And tearing off a piece of tail. 

And away she blew, the son of a bitoh,she blew. 





The hobo he fell off the struts. 

She blew, she blew, 

The hobo he fell off the struts. 

She blew, she blew. 

The hobo he fell off the struts. 

And 49 oars ran over his nuts. 

And away she blew, the son of a hitoh, she blew 

The baggageman sitting on a truok. 

She blew, she blew. 

The baggageman sitting on a truok. 

She blew, she blew. 

The baggageman sitting on a truok. 

He and his girl, playing stiok-finger-up. 

And away she blew, the son of a bitoh, she blew 

The conductor was sitting in the can. 

She blew, she blew. 

The oonduotor was sitting in the can. 

She blew, she blew. 

The oonduotor was sitting in the can. 

And when he oame out he was less of a man. 

And away she blew, the son of a bitoh, she blow 

The agent was. a lazy mi ok. 

She blew, she blew. 

The agent was a layy mi ok. 

She blew, she blew. 

The agent was a lazy mi ok. 

Stamped the oheoks with the end of his priok. 
And away she blew, the son of a bitoh, she blew 

The president sat in his private oar, 

She blew, she blew. 

The president eat in his private oar. 

She blew, she blew. 

The president sat in his private oar. 

Squirting semen wide and far. 

And away she blew, the son of a bitoh, she blew 

The secretary was a dirty our, 

She blew, she blew. 

The secretary was a dirty our. 

She blew, she blew. 

The seosatary was a dirty our. 

He fuoked the fair stenographer, 

And away she blew, the sen of a bitoh, she blew 

The dining oar orew were all in a heap. 

She blew, she blew. 

The dining oar brew were all in a heap. 

She blew, she blew. 

The dining oar orew were all in a heap. 

For tail was dear but ass was oheap. 

And away she blew,the son of a bitoh, she blew. 




/ 


The Newlyweds, in lower nine. 

She blew, ahe blew, 

The Newiyweda, in lower nine, 

She blew, she blew. 

The Newlyweds, in lower nine. 

Were up to their necks in steaming brine, 

And away she blow, the son of a bitch, she blew. 

The old lady sat in the Pullman oar. 

She blew, she blew. 

The old lady sat in the Pullman oar. 

She blew, she blew. 

The old lady sat in the Pullman oar, 

A-fuoking herself with a coupling bar. 

And away she blew, the son of a bitch, she blew. 


The drummer lay in the upper berth. 

She blew, she blew. 

The drummer lay in the upper berth. 

She blew, she blew. 

The drummer lay in the upper berth, 

A-flogging his dummy for all he worth. 

And away she blew, the asm of a bitoh, she blew. 


The engineer expected a wreck.. 

She blew, she blew. 

The engineer expected a wreck, 

She blew, she blew. 

The engineer expeoted a wreok. 

And he shit his pants clear up to the neck. 

And away she blew, the son of a bitch, she blew. 
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'*was a storny winter’s evening. 

And the boys were gathered round, 

Ihe glowing stove in Murphy’s place 
That was called the 'Hole in the Ground’. 


When in there drifted a hobo, 

A ragged and unkempt chap. 

With the marks of dissipation. 

Written all over his map. 

'’Don't stare at me,bartender, 

I didn't shit on your seat, 

I've just corns down from the mountains. 
With my balls all covered with gleet." 


" 'Twas down in the Lehigh Valley, 

My and my old pal, Lu, 

We v/ere pimps there for a whorehouse. 
And wietae god damn good ones too." 



"1 had a girl named Kellie, 

She wasn't so awfully tough. 

But I had a disease of the kidneys, 
Andrcouldn't give her enou^i." 

n 

"When along came a ■ city feller,)’""". 

Gne of those oily-sssed fiends, 

Ihe kind who'd stick his plunger. 

In a dish of pork arid beans." 


"Bartender, he drenched my Kellie - 
He kissed it and stole her away — 
That's what drove me to drink, boys. 
And that's why I’m here today." 


An 


■ou, give me 


And I'll be on ny way, 
11 oatoh the runt 




What stole ny cunt. 

If it takes^Till Judgment Day." 




Judgement pay. 


Giee me a drink, Bartender, 

Two stones I have in say pants. 

Jesus Christ Alaijuty! 

Can't you giv a bum a chance!I 

For I was once young and handsome, 
koney to bur-: and good clothes, 

<n\ 

Till I took to lapping cunts, 

And got chancres sh( my nose. 



Twas down in the L-high Valley, 
ke and ray pal Lou. 

There we pimped for a whore house, - 
And a God damned good one, too. 


Twas there I met my Nellie. , 

r/L 

She had just turned twenty six, 

7 

And then yrAjsn*t & broud in thd V&ll®v 

1 * 

Who could beat hsr sucking pricks. 

t 

But along cams a brass-band actor, 

ITM- I ttv* rwLj JLuvlJL^ 

A nd - h e st o I s -ay. Ne3rl- away J , t fi \ 

But— i - ll . g e t - t he-punt who stole my cunt 0 
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outfit—gat Hsht runt $rho«tof« iay ci 
^ ^ t ak e s ^ ^ geiaent Day! 
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It's just a year fpm by 

Sinco ray Nell got taken wrong. 
H* shoved it up bung-ho la, 

A placa whara it don't belong. 

» 

to har pother's arras sho flaw, 



Back to har author's teats, *, 
Thara sho came down with tha diarrhea. 
And diad of tha raving shits. 


Shit? You shbuld hive soon it! 

By tha string ton it flaw. 
Sha.flooded the i^high Vallay, 

And wa lirad bn diarrhea stew! 


So give as a drin*, Bafctander, 

V 

And I'll be on ray way, 

And I'll gat tha runt who stola ray cunt 
If it takas till Judgement Day! 


gjum 

Wfrfnr 

Just a little nursery rhyap#; 

Oh, tha cunt ia a wonderful creature. 

It8s covered all ovsr with hair. 

It smalls like a x rotten tonato, 

And looks like the ar$e of * bsar. 

\ V \ Y 
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Let fae ait down and rest stranger. 

My balls ars all covered with gleet, 

Don't offer me sponge cake and ice cream, 

I didn’t shit on that seat. 

It was down in the Lehigh valley, 

Me and my brother Lew, 

We were pimping for a flesh factory 
And we were damn good ones too. 

I got stuck on a bladder called Penny, 

And she whar clean out of sight, 

She could fuck like a mink in the daytime 
And suck to a finish at night./_ 

Ifvs the same old story stranger, ( 

There came a city ohap, Pf\ 

One of those oily assed fiends, JI 

Who’d been rolling his bludgeon in Boston, 
Where they feed them pn pork and beans. 


/ - 
C He war the guy for my Swims 

Young, and had lots of tin, 


’She way the pride of 4& 
the valley 
AndHsPaandy flyer 
jBut x, I had bright8 
, disease in my kid- 
$ neys 
And couldn’t satisy 


her. 


Why hi 3 balls- were as big as your hat, stranger 
And he'd a prick like a coupling pin. ? 

She>got stuck on his game did my JPesaiy, 

.AfteFhe played his cards so n9at 
(That in six months she was back in the valley 
Crawling ag8in at my feet. 

She told me as hew he had left her, 

Left her with a bottle of Zip 

And she took a dose from the bastard. 

The guy with the syphlis lip 

She told me as hov; he had sold her, 

Sold her for what she had brung, 

)And when she got worse she got shsnkers 
I All over her mouth and her tongue. 

Well 1 must be going stranger, 

I’ve nothing more to say, 

But I’ll find the runt, that stole my cunt 
If it takes me till judgment day. 
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Cow-boy 8ong^ 

Oh, I jusped on my horse , and I rode around tho hard. 
And I ate ay dinner off an old cow terd, 


* V . ' * 

I went to*the boas to ge£ my pay roll, 

Ahd I galloped down town to get some tallow on my pole* 


Which seems to be all of that* 
Another*. 

Oh, I fucked her standing , 

And I fucked her lielng, 

And if I'd had wings 

I'd have fucked her flying* 


Ob, I took her by the hand. 

Anil | spun her all around 
And I fucked her seven times 
Before she bit the ground* 




i 


Oh, I took her by the hand. 



And I laid her in the grass, ^ jxO 

$ r" ,l 


And I rammed ten indies 

Up her damned old ass* 

'V \ <r 

Oh, I wouldn't fuck a nigger* 
j I'll be damned if I would* 
Their hairs all kinky. 

And their cunt's no good* 


a 
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I met a girl the other night 
She surely was a lovely eight, A f f 

1 gave her hugs and kisses too, A qT „ 

And/tried to feel her Ring-dang-dooA \Un/> i 


CHORUS: 


Oh, Bing-deng-dOO, oh, what is that? 

Soft end round like a pussy oat. 

Soft and round and split in two? 

Wbfcjt that, she said, is my Mng-dang-doo. 

She took me down into her oellar. 

And said I was a damned fine feller. 

She gave me wine and whiskey too, 

Amd let me play with her Ring-Dang-Doo. 




/ 


CHORUS: 


She laid her down upon her bed, 

4nd put a pillow Jneath her head. 

She took my oook-a-doodl e-doo 
And slipped it in her Ring-dang-doo. 

% V'- * 

CHORUS • . .. 


The jizzum c^me Just like a flooJi, 

The bodclothen/hey were soaked with blood. 

I screwed her )bwice and she came,too. 

And washed the b'Jnod from her Ring-dang-doo. 1 

CHORUS: .... . . .. ' 


We tried it lying on the floor t 

And-/standing up behind the door* T 

And tried it up-side.down-side,too; \ 

. I oouldn't quit diddling her Ring-dang-doo.1 


CHORUS: 


Her mother daid: '*Xou god-damned fool, 
v. He broke your hymen-with his tool. 

So paok your kit and then skidoo. 

And go to hell with your Ring-dang-doo. 
/ ■' ■ ' ; 

CHORUS* . . ....... 

So now ehe is a dirty whore 
With a painted sign above the door; 

Two dollars and two bits too. 

To take a crack at her Ring-dang-doo. 

• - / 

CHORUS *v ........... 
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The years went by and Ring-Dang-Doo, 
Tatght nloe young fellows how to screw. 
One dollar cash, six hits will do. 

To rake a oraok at Ring-Dang-Doo. 


^ /^?cLQf 






Two stray versus of Lydia pinkhara. 

Little Willie had diabetis, 

And he couldn't pise at all, 

So he drank a bottle of Compound- 
Now he's a human waterfall, 

Cho. 

Sing.O sing of Lydia Pinkhao, 

Savior of the Human Race! 

For she invented her Vegetable Compound 
Now the papers all publish her face. 

kary Whiffle had no children, 

Oh, she had no child at all, 

Till she drank ten bottles of Sompound, 
Now she has one ev^ry Fall. 

Cho. 

§»m m v 

Stray verses of Lulu. 

ky Lulu's tall and slender, 
ky LUlu's long and thin. 

Oh, I found her down behind the barn 
Jacking off with a rolling-pin. 

ky Lulu' long and slender, 

ky Lulu's tall and thin. 

But when she spreads her legs apart 
You could drive four horses in. 


Another stray verse of Lulu 


I wish I was the nipple, 

Upon my Lulu's teat, 

And evdry time the baby sucked, 
I'd fill him full of shit. 


Another. 

ky Lulu rode a motor-bike, 

And hit a telegraph pole. 
And ran it seven feet of more 
Right up her dam ass-hole. 



Still more. 

Lulu saw a football game. 

The fullback kicked a punt. 
They lost the ball for half an hour, 
Then found it up her cunt. 


A tramp stood on the doodstep 

With a cock like a piece of hose/ 
He asked my Lu to suck it off. 

And blow it thru her nose. 


Enough of that. 



There •.•/as an old woman from Spain, 


Who had a terrible pain. 


So she climbed up the mast 
And uncovered her ass 
And blew up the battle ship kaine. 



I had a girl namud Lulu, 

She «as a fairy queen, 

With deep bine eyes and a Roman nose 
•And an asshole painted green* 

Chorus* 

Oh, bang away at Lnlnt 

Bang avay good and atrongt 
For who’s going to do yoor banging 
then Lulu’s dead and gone* 

I wish I was a pisspot, beneath my Lulu’s bed, 

ind every tine she took a pee, l»d see her maidenhead. 


The rich girls thdy udt 
Ait inlmnsea axielgrea 


tve rufj 




SMine.\the 'poor gfrle they nee lard. 





f* poor girls drawers are plain, 

*W at allL>tmt/she keeps tyoA time with'her aas. 


Lulu went out walking, cam back to where she started. 

She tried to sit to takB a shit but all ahd did was farted. 


Lulu went out w 


He Said; ”now are ydpr ovaries?" Shem 


, a friend she 


*s your ass?" 


I took my Lulu to the engine house, the engine run by steam, 
A red-hot ooal flew up her hole and burned her magasine* 

I took my Lulu to the circus, the animals for to see,( 

«■» ** — . 


Lulu got arrested, ten dollars »aa the fine. 

But Lulu said to the darned old Judge* "Take it out of this ass of mine*" 
Lulu had a baby, i*-*h^em^^o^^ 


) dlimbad ur op the steople, 
wn-m i naatlfld on the people* 


Of all tiiehbeasts 
At eversMi^Vd-j 


*e^^(e^®>hda, I’d rather be a boar, 
pig, and sometimes three or four* 


I took my Lulu for a walk, i said we’d pick some flowers. 
Her little brother came along and so we picked some s flowers. 
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There was a girl named, lulu, 

Who lived in a country town, 

She tried to keep her reputation up 

But she couldn't keep her dresses down* 

Chorus t 

So bang away for lulu. 

Bang away good and strong, 

Whatcha' goin' t* do for bangin' 

When Lulu's dead and goneI 

Rich girls wear the fancy drawers. 

And poor girls wear the plain. 

But my lulu has no drawers at all. 

And gets there just the same* 

Chorus. 


Rich girls they use cold cream. 
And poor girls they use lard. 
But my lulu uses axle-grease. 
And hits them twice as hard* 

Chorus ......** 


The rich girl's watch is made of gold. 
The poor girl's is made of brass. 

My lulu has no watch at all. 

Her movement's in her ass. 

Chorus . ..* * 


Some girls they fuck back and forth. 
And some fuck round and round, 

% lulu does the figure eight 
And never hits the ground. 

Chorus « . 
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I wish I ■ 

Upon my 
And every 
I'd see 

Chorus* • • V • • ♦ • For she was a Lulu, every inoh a lulu 
\ Lulu, that little girl of mine. 

I wish I was a thunder-mug. 

Beneath ny Lulu's oot, ^ a 
And every time We'd take a {Sm, 

I'd see that lovely twat. 

Chorus.\. , . 


(Still another form of .LULU* | 


Lulu had a baby, \ 

She set it on a rookA 
She wanted to call it Ha 
But it had a little oo 

Chorus ..For she was a Lulu, every inch a Lulu, 

Lulu that little girl of mine. 


Lulu had a ba(by, 

It's name was Sunny Jim, 
She put him in the piss pot. 
To see if he could swim. 

Chorus *....»•* 



is a diamond ring, 
Lulu's hand, i >p 

\ime she wiped her «m, 
the promised land. 


He swam around the Bottom, 
' He swam around the top. 
Till Lulu got exoited and 
Crabbed him by the oook. 



Chorus 
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One moonlight night while Nellie ley a-sleeping 
One moonlight night while Nellie ley a-sleeping 
Along cam a corporal on his hands and knees a-oreeping 
With his finny dong doodle hanging down to his knees. 

* * * * • 

Three months had passed and Hellie lay a-weeping 
Three months had passed and Nellie lay a-weeping 
Bemoaning the fact that her lover came a-oreeping 
With his finny dong doodle hanging down to his knees. 

* * * * 

Six months had passed, Nellie grew mucfc bigger 
Six months had passed, Nellie grew much bigger 
And everone wondered who the hell had frigged her 
With his finny dong doodle hanging down to his knees. 

* * * * 

Nine months had passed and Nellie burst asunder 
Nine months had passed and Nellie burst asunder 
And out stepped a corporal with his regimental number 
On his long finny dong doodle hanging down to his knees. 
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Tha fife o t tna kan Who Had Mo Balls At All 

Com® all you aaidans and list.an awhile, 

And I'll sing you a song that will make you all smile, 

A song of a isaidan so fair and so r,all 

Mho aarriad a man who had no bails at ail. 

Cho.- 

WHAT! No balls at all? 

NO! No balls at all. 

Oh, tha wife of tha aan who had no balls aA all! 

Tha night of tna wedding sha jumped into bed, 

Hdr cheeks thay ware rosy, her lips they were red, 

She felt for his panis, his penis was small, 

Sha fait for his bails, he had no balls at all. 

Cho. with via. 

Sha criad to her mother,"! wish I was dead! 

No relief can I find for ay poor maidsn-haad, 

Oh, I naver can hava any pleasure at all, 

Tor I've aarriad a aan who ha^ no balls at all! 

Cho. 

"Now, daughter, dear daughter, don't fael so damn bad. 

Just do with your husband as I did with your dad. 

There's many a fallow will answer the call 

Of tha wife of tna man who haj| no balls at all." 


/ 

f 


i 


i 

v 


Cho. 




HO BALLS AT ALLS 


L ^ 

Listen my children, come listen a while 

I'll tell you a story that will make you all smile. 
About a young lady, so graceful and tall, 

Iho married a man who had no balls at all* 

What, no balls at all?, 

Yes, no balls at all$ 

She married a man, who had no balls at all* 


The very first night wh9n she hopped into bed 

Her lips they were hot and her cheeks they were red. 
She felt for his oook and his oook it was small. 

She felt for his balls and he had no balls at all* 

What, no balls at all? 

Yes, no ballsat all! 

She felt for his balls; he had no balls at all* 


Mother, Oht Mother, the poor lady said, 

I have no relief for my poor maidenhead. 

% trouble are great, ny pleasures are small. 

For I've married a man who has no balls at all. 

What, no balls at all! 

Yes, no balls at alll 

For I've married a man who has no balls at all* 


Dal^xter, dear daughter, pray don't be so sad. 

Just do to your husband as I did to your dad. 
There is many a man who will oome at first call. 

To help out the man who has no balls at all* 




HER MAN. 


\' 


i i 



Frankie and Johnny were lovers. 

Oh my God, how they could love. 

They swore to he true to each other. 
As true as the stars above*- 


But he was her man 
And he done her wrong. 


/ 

h l 


Frankie she lived in a cri^' house, 

A ori|j> house with only two doors. 

She gave all her money to Johnny, 

Who spent it on parlor house whores,- 


And he was her man 
What done her wrong. 



Frankie she was a good girl. 

As all the neighborhood knows. 

She gave to Johnny a hundred dollar bill 
Just to buy himself some clothes - 

And he was her man. 

What done her wrong. 


One ni$it when Frankie was lonely. 

And nobody came to call, 

She put on a dirty kimona 

And went down to the nickel §!rawl - 

She was lookin* for her man 
Who was doin’ her wrong. 


Oh, Frankie went down to the corner 
Just to buy herself a beer. 

She said to the big bartender, 

"Has my lover named Johnny been here? 

I*m lookin’ for the man, 

What’s doin’ me wrong.” 


(Bartender speaks] ’’Well, 1-ain’t gonna tell you no stories. 

And I ain’t gonna teli you no lies. 

But Johnny was here ’bout an hour ago 
With that high yeller Nelly Bly.” 

'•God damn his soul. 

He’s a-dealin’ it cold.” 



HER MAN 


(continued) 


OH, Frankie went down to the hop-joint. 
This time it wasn’t for fun, 

Underneath her dirty kimona. 

She had a big forty-four gun. 

To shoot the man 
Who was doin’ her wrong. 


And when she reached the hop-joint. 
And she looked in the window so high. 
There she saw Johnny a-sitting 
Finger-fuckin’ Kelly Bly. 

The son of a bitch. 

He was cheatin’ the game. 


Frankie she knocked at the hop-joint. 

And she rang the hop-joint bell. 

She yelled ’’Clear out,all you whores and pimps, 
I’m goin* to blow ny lover to hell, * 

God burn his balls. 

He’s a-doin’ me wrong!" 


Johnny heard Frankie a-comin' 

And yelled “Oh, my, don’t shoot!" 

But Frankie she pulled her forty-four gun - 
Five time - Root,-toot-tooty-toot-tootl 


Right into the rrj& fl 
Who had done her wrong# 

(Johnny speaks in agony) 


*iw Vr » 


“Oh, roll me over gently. 

Boll me over slow. 

Roll me over on my right side. 

So the bullets won’t hurt me so - 


For I was your man 
Though I done you wrong." 


Qjls<LA 




HSR MAN 


(cont inued) 


'’OH, roll up your rubber-tired hearses. 

Hearses all lined in black, 

Take me out to the oemetary. 

And you*11 never, never, never bring me back - 


Oh, I was your man 
And I done you wrong,'* 






(Frankie laments.) 

"Oh, lock me up in the dungeon. 

And throw the fuckin* key away, 

I've gone and killed my lover Johnny, 
And I don’t want to live another day - 

Oh, I*ve killed my man 
Who dona me wrong," 


But the Sheriff said "Frankie, don’t worry, 
I guess it was all for the best. 

He was always pimping and whoring around. 
My God, he was an awful pest - 

And he was your man 
And he done you wrong," 


And the judge he said "hooka here, Frankie, 
This case is plain as can be. 

You went and shot your lover Johnny 
So it’s murder in the first degree - 

You killed your man 
Who'd been doin’ you wrong." 


Frankie said "Judge, I'm sorry 
For all that’s come to pass. 

But I never shot him in the first degree - 
I shot him in the big fat ass - 

For he was my man 
And he done me wrong," 




(continued) 


Frankis now sits in the pwlor, 
Undsmsath the 'lsotrio fan, 
faming bar llttls grand-daughters 
"Beware of the God-damned man - 

las, ha'll do you wrong * 

Jult as stirs as you're born." 


pIf 1 
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this song on shime. 


'Ave you 'eard of Sally Pecker, 
flotlm of a rich man's whim? 
First 'e ’ad 'er, then *e left ’er. 
Go in* to 'ave a ohild by 'iqu 


See * iip sittin' hon 'is 'orse there. 
Gettin' ready for the *unt. 

While the victim of 'is passion 

Scratches crabs from hoff 'er cunt. 

See ’im sittin' in the hcpera. 

In the front row of the plit. 

While the little girl 'e ruined 

Trudges ’ome through piles of shit* 

In 'er 'umble little cottage, 

There.*s a byby must be fed. 

And when gent's is ’unting pleasure. 
Then she takes hit in the 'ead. 

It's the cime the whole world hover. 
It's the poor wot tikes the blime. 

It's the rich wot takes it's pleasure. 
Ain't hit all a bleedin' shimet 




THRU THE KEY-HOLE IN THE DOOR 


I left her in the parlor, 

•Twas shortly after nine. 

And by some stroke of fortune, 
Her room was next to mine. 
Resplved, like old Columbus, 

New regions to explore, 

/ I took a snug position, • 

By the keyhole in the door. 

And down upon the oarpet, 

I knelt upon one knee. 

And waited there so patiently 
So see what I could see. 

She first took off her- collar 
It fell upon the floor, 

I saw her stoop to get it. 

Thru the keyhole in the door. 

And down upon the oarpet, 

•Oh, what a sight to see. 

She raised her silken garments 
Above each dimpled knee. 

A pretty bright blue garter 
On each plump leg she wore. 

Oh, what a glwrious vision - 
Thrjt the keyhole in the door. 

Fair Doris then proceeded 
To doff her pretty dress 
And then her undergarments 
Some fifty, more or less. 

To tell the truth sincerely. 
There may have been a score. 

Of course I couidn't count them 
Thru the keyhole in the door. 

She then went to the fireside, 
Her dainty feet to warm. 

With nothing but her shimny-shirt 
to hide her glorious form. 

Oh, please take off that shimmy. 
And I'll ask for nothing more. 

Ye Godsi I waw her do it.- 
Thru the keyhole in the door. 


Then with my knuckles gently, 

I rapped iq?o& the door. 

And after much imploring 
I orossed the threshold floor. 
Fearing lest someone should see, 
As I had seen before, 

I hung her little shimmy 
O'er the keyhole in the door. 











,- 2 - 

Thru The Keyhole In The Door. 


That night I swam in glory, 
And something else besides. 
And on her snowy bosom 
I had a joyous ride. 

And in the morning early 
ify tummy was so sore 
As if I had been going 
For the Keyhole in the door. 
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Around the block oho pushed * beby carriage. 

She pushed it in December, and in the month of bay, 
And when they asked her why the hell she pushed it, 

She said 'teas for her lorn* who was far, far away. 
Cho. 


mm 



91 


"Oh, no sir,” said oho, 

"You're a stranger to no. 

And I fear you night do no oono ham. 

But for a ton dollar bill 
We'll gp oror that hill, 

Aad udftll wind up that littlo ball of yarn.” 

4 

Nov Ijn sitting in tho pit 
With ny shirt tail full of shit. 

And tho bod-bugs playing billiards with ny balls. 
For tho einehos are so thick 
Fron ny ass*ho;» to ny dick. 

That you cantot toll ay buttocks from ny balls. 


Soma old staff. 

* 

You tell'sa, Soft Collar, I have a hard on. 

You toll'on, America, yjpBpftde you made tho French oafs. 
You toll's*, Do way, you nade tho Spanish fly. 

You toll 'on Syphilis, and I'll clap. 

You-toll's* Pool Table, you've got the balls. 

You toll's*, Flivver, you've got tho nuts. 

And so forth, and so forth. 

MMM 

pJTff 







SOggKEBK MOUNTAIN 80KQ. 


c^zJUL 


In the merry month of May, 

7/hen the dogs begin to play, 

And the roosters chase the hens around the barn. 
Says the Jenny to the Jack, 

"Climb onto ray back, 

And we’ll wind up that little ball of yarn.” 


Oh, I went down into town. 

And started lookin' round. 

And I seen a gal that made my balls to yearn. 
So I says "Oome with me. 

And we’ll lie 'nsath yonder tree. 

And we'll wind up that little ball of yarn." 




A SAILOR-BOY. 


A sailor boy Vvent out one night, 

To get a bottle of rum; 

And he knocked, and he knocked, and he knocked , and he knocked 
But never a soul would come. 

He heat upon the tavern door. 

As if to wake the dead; 

When 3Udden he heard a RAT-A-TAT-TAT, The RAT-A-TAT-TAT 

In the chamber overhead. is pounded out 

with glasses on A 

"Come up, come up, "the maiden said,' * the table* 

"And you and I’ll agree, 

That I’ve the finest RAT-A-TAT-TAT 
That ever you did seel" 

(and I forget the rest until the ending... 

They found him nursing his RAT-A-TAT-TAT 
In the chamber overhead! 


KB: This is an old favorite of 15-£0 years ago at the 

Columbia Crew Quarters at P’ksie. Maybe someone else 
can fill the elisions. 


And another fragment: Tune: The Tie that Binas. 


"I'm tired of pulling an oar, 

I dont want to row any more; 

I'm tired of drilling 

When I might be swilling 

And lying dead-drunk on the floor. 

I'm tired of pulling an oar, - 
I dont want to row any more; 

I'm tirea of crewing 

When I might be screwing 

And lying in bed with a whore! 


And maybe someone will send in the Navy favorite, which escapes me 
from war-days in the USN : 

"I'm goin' to build a cottage up in Newport, 

I'm goin' to build a cottage by the saa, . 

I'm goin' to show the boys that I’m a true sport, 

Oh, skinny-ma-rinky-dinky-dinky-dee 1 

Cho: Oh skinny-ma-rinky-dinky-DOO-(die-day) 

Oh skinny-ma-rinky-dinky-dinky-dee...• 

I’m gonna show the boys thaj, I'm a true sport, 

Oh skirmy-ma-rinky-dinky-iinky-dee’. 


X 


whisket johhhy. 


Whiskey is the life of man. 

Whiskey, Johnnyl 
1*11 drink whiskey while I can. 

Whiskey for my Johnny l 

0, whiskey straight and whiskey strong. 
Whiskey, Johnny! 

Give me some whiskey and 1*11 sing you a song. 
Whiskey for my Johnny! 

0, whiskey makes me wear old clothes. 

Whiskey, Johnny! 

Whiskey gave me a broken ndse. 

Whiskey for my Johnny! 

Whiskey killed my poor old dadi? 

- Whiskey, Johnny! 

Whiskey druv my mother mad. 

Whiskey for my Johnny! 

If whiskey oomes too near my nose. 

Whiskey, Johnny! 

I tip it up and down she goes. 

Whiskey for my JohnyyS 

I had a girl, her name was lize. 

Whiskey, Johnny! 

She puts whiskey in her pies. 

Whiskey for my Johnny! 

Hy wife and I cannot agree; 

Whiskey, Johnny! 

She puts whiskey in her tea. 

Whiskey for my Johnny! 

Here oanea the oook with the whiskey can. 
Whiskey, JohnnyJ 
A glass of grog for every man, 

Whidlray for my Johnny! 

A glass of grog for every man, 

Whistey, Johnny! 

And a bottlefull for the chanteyman. 

Whiskey for my Johnny! 





Blow The Man Down 

fl s I was a-walking down Paridise Street, 

To jrfe tfay-/(ye,J*low the ma.n down 
A pretty young damsel I chanced for to meet 
Give me some time to blow tne man down 




She was round in the counter and bluff in the bow, 

Ao I took in allsail and cried"Wa.y enough now" 

I hailed her in English ,she answered me clear, 

"I'm from the Black Arrow bound to the Shakespeare"• 

So I tailed her my flipper and took her in tow. 

And yard-arm to yard-arm away we did go. 

But as we were going she said unto me. 

There's a spanking full-rigger just ready for sea," 

That spanking full-rigger to New York was bound; 

She was very well mannen and very well found. 

But soon as that packet was clear of the bar, 

e mate knocked me down with the end of a spar. 

And as soon as that packet was out on the sea, 
Twas deviliBh hard treatment of every degree. 

So I give you fair warning before we belay! 

Don't never take heed of what pretty girls flay. 



KPHBIM BROWN. TH3 nJ TT/vn 


"Who’s that imooking at the door?" 

Asked the fair ladee. 

"Who’s that knocking at the doort" 

"It’s Ephrim Brown, the sailor#" 

"I’m undressed and in my bed." 

Said the fair ladee* 

"I’m undressed and in tiy bed#" 

Said the fair ladee. 

"Two can sleep as well as one."' 

Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor* 
"Then lift the latch and oome right in" 
Said the fair ladee. 

"What’s that hairy thing I see?" 

Asked Ephrim Brown, the sailor. 
"That’s my fairy pincushion." 

Said the fair ladee. 

"I have a pin that will just fit in." 

Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor. 

"I have a pin that will just fit in." 
Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor. 

"Oh, what if I should have a child?" 

Asked the fair ladee. 

"I’d wring the son of a bitch's neck" 
Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor. 

"What if there should an inquest be?" 

Asked the fair ladee. 

"Twould be a damn bad thing for youl" 
Said Ephrim Brown the sailor. 

"Mow stow your gab and spread your leg." 

Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor. 
"While I slip in my .Long John peg." 

Said Ephrim Brown, the sailor. 



[MS on otherside of proceeding typescript] 







It was at a ball I met him* 

He asked me for a dance, 

I knew he was a sailor. 

By the buttons on his pants. 

It was in mymother's hallway. 
That I was led astray, 

It was in my mother’s bedroom. 
That I was forced to lay. 

He laid me down so gently. 

He raised my dress so high. 

He said "Jfy darling Nellie, 
We'll do it now or die." 

Now all you gay young maidens, 
Just take a tip from me. 

And never let a sailor. 

Get an inch above your knee. 

He'll kiss you and caress you. 
He'll swear he loves you true. 
But' v/hen he's got your cherry. 
He'll say "To hell with you." 


then I was Young And Handsome.2 


All you girls take warning, 

And head this tip from we,- 
You must never let a sailor 

Get an inch above your knee* 

For he'll hug you and caress you. 

And he'll sware to t'er be true, 
But whan he's copped your cherry, 
He'll say "To hell with you." 

And if you do believe him, 

He'll leave you just like me, 
With a bouncing little bastard 
Abetting on Jour knee* 




r~ 


THE SERVANT MAID'S LAMENT. 


When X was hut a serving girl. 

Way dow^ in New Orleans, 

I had a mysterious happening, 

That brought me to my shame. 

I met up with a sailor, 

Who’d just came back from <y&», q , 

And th a t was the b e g i nning -, j *■ 

O f ai 4 - ffly mia ary. ^ 

He asked me for a candle. 

To light his way to bed. 

He asked me for a handkerchief, 

So tie around his head. 

And like a foolish maiden. 

Not thinking it no ham, 

I jumped into that sailor’s bed. 

To keep him nice and warm. 

He put his arms around me. 

And kissed me there in bed. 

Then, with his nine-inoh Johnson bar. 

He broke my maidenhead. 

And early in tie morning. 

When that sailor boy awoke. 

He reached into his pocket and 
He handed me a note. 

'•You take this, my darling. 

For the wrong that I have done. 

For in nine months you’re going to have, 

A daughter or a son.” 

'’And if it is a little girl. 

Just rock her on your knee. 

But if it is a little boy. 

Why, send him out to sea." 

"With his bell-bottomed trousers. 

And his jumper made of blue, 
l«et him climb up the masthead. 

Like his daddy used to do.” 

Now all ye pretty maidens, 

A warning take from me. 

Oh, never let a sailor put. 

His hand above you knee. 

I let a sailor do it onoe. 

And you can plainly see. 

He went away and left me with 
A baby on my knee. 


jft MOB ITB, " 


Oh, potatoes they grow small. 

In Mobile, 

Oh, potatoes they grow small. 

In Mobile, 

Oh, potatoes they grow small. 
And. they dig them in the Pall, 
and they eat^ them skin and all. 
In Mobile* 

********** 

Oh, they chew tobacco thin. 

In Mobile, 

Oh, they chew tobacco thin, 

In Mobile, 

Oh, they chew tobacco thin, 
and it leaks out on their chin. 
And they lick it in again. 

In Mobile. 

+ •+ + + ** + * 4 * 

Oh, 

Oh, 

Oh, 

And 
Oh, 


*** ******* 

Oh, the only coy; is dead. 

In Mobile, 

Oh, the only cow is dead. 

In Mobile, 

Oh, the only cow is dead, 

Ho they milk the bull instead, 
For the children must be fed. 
In Mobile. 

********** 


the eagles they fly hi$i, / 
In Mobile, 

the eagles they fly high. 

In Mobile, 

the eagles they fly high, 
they shit down in your eye, 
I*m glad the cows JLon*t fly. 
In Mobile. m 


Oh, they never wash the dishes. 
In Mobile, 

•Oh. thev never wash the dishes. 






IK KOBXia. 


(continued) 


Oh, there are not many whores. 

In Mobile, a 

Oh, t lie re are not many whores, 

In Mobile, 

Oh, there are not many whores. 

They fuck knotholes in the floors. 
And the keyholes in the do.ors. 

In Mobile. 

********** 


But the v/omen-folks are prime. 
In Mobile, 

But the womeh-folks are prime. 
In Mobile, 

But the women-folks are prime. 
You oan screw them for a dime. 
And they dose you every time. 
In Mobile. 


********** 







SAMUEL HALL. 

i 




Oh my name is Samuel Hall, Samuel Hall, Samuel hall 
Ify name is Samual Hall, Samuel Hall, Samuel Hall 
yiy name is Samuel Hall, and 1 hate you one and all 
You're a bunch of muokers all. 

Damn your eyes, - blast y o ur s o uls j bl o o d y -b w a a «._ 

For I killed a man 'tis said, so 'tis said, so 'tis said 
I killed a man , 'tis said, so 'tis said, so 'tis said 
I killed a man ,'tis said, and I left him there for dead 
With a bullet through his hedd. 

Damn his eyes, hi- "h" 1 , frunn — 


Oh the Padre he did come, he did oome, he did come. 

The Padre he did oome, he did come, he did oome, 

The Padre he did oome, and he looked so dog-goned glum, 
\ When he talked of Kingdom oome 

Damn his wmrl , b la s t hi s s oul; — dirty bum .- 

eye* 



The Sherriff he oame too, he came too, he came too. 

The Sherriff he oame too, he came too, he came too. 

The Sherriff he oame too, and he brought his boys in blue 
Oh they were a dirty crew. 

Damn their eyes, . blast their oot t- Ls, dirty - b uaa> 


So they put me here in quod, here in quod, here in quod. 
They put me here in quod, here in quod, here in quod. 
They put me here in quod, with a chain and iron rod 
And I cant get out by God, 

Damn their eyes, *• dllpty-bume* 



So it's up the rope I go, up I go, up I go. 

It's up the rope I go, up 1 go,up I go. 

It's up the rope I go, and my friends all down below 
Saying, "Sam I told you so." 

Damn their seyds, P a le s t-tBWtr gou t s? 44c ± y l .n n i un 


I 


I saw Nelly in the 'crowd,\in tne crowd, in the crowd, 

I saw Nelly irkthe crowd, in the\orowcL in the crowd, 

I saw Nelly in\he crowd, and sheNlooked so dog-goned proud 
That I hollered right Out loud, \ \ 

"Damn your eyes bl^st your sou\, dirty biqju 


So let this be my knell, parting knell, parting knell. 
Let this be my knell, parting knell, parting knell. 

Let this be my knell, and I'll see you all in Hall, 
L^And I hope you sizzle well, 

n^Damn your eyes .rbrigsir-veun ^souls . dirtv- b um s >~ 




'HE ERlASr. 


There was a friar, 
Screwed a girl in o 


He took her to, his iory hall ( as abovej 
And put it to her, A Is and all. 


He laid her on, h 
And screwed her 


And when the be 
11 e screwed her 



eat renoun, (2 times 
own... (3 times, fast 


bed. . . 

she was dead. 


ed "amen", 
a in! 



ONE NIGHT, LATE IN AUGUST. 

One night, late in August, 

Mary lay a-sleeping (repeat coui)let) 

When along came a corp’ral on his hands and knees acreeping, 
With his long funny-doodle dangling 
lay down to his knees. 


When three months were over, 

Mary fell sweeping (repeat) 

She wept for the corp'ral on his hands and knees a creeping 
With his long dlunny-doodle dangling 
lay down to his knees. 

Ihen six months were over 
Mary grew fatter (repeat) 

And everyone wondered whothehell had been at her 
With his long etc. etc. 

When nine months were over 
Mary burst asunder (repeat) 

And out jumped a kid with a regimental number 
And his long funny-doodle etc. etc. 






There was a friar of great renown 
There was a friar of great renown 
And - he - 


Married a girl in our town. 
Married a girl in our town. 
Married a girl in our town, 
Ha, h a^. ha, shhhhh. 


He took her to the marriage hall. 
He took her to the marriage hall. 
And - he - 

Fuoked her up against the wall, 
Fueked her up against the wall 
Fuoked her up against the wall* 
Ha, ha, ha, shhhhh. 

Me took her to the marriage bed 
He took her to the marriage bed 
And - he - 

Fuoked her until she was dead 
Fuoked her until she was dead 
Fuoked her until she was dead 
Ha, ha, ha, shhhhh. 


They took her to the burial ground 

And^he* h6r t0 the bUrlal ground ’ 
Swore he’d have another round. 

Swore he’d have another round) 

Swore he’d havennother round. 

Ha, ha, ha, shhhhh. 


The friars prayed from eight to ter 
The friars prayed from eight to ter 
And - he - 


Fuoked her back to life again 
Fuoked her back to life again 
Fuoked her back to life again 
Ha, ha, ha, shhhhh. 





The Goat of Darbytown 


t 




There was a goat of Darbytown, 

Re had two horns of brass. 

And One grew out of the top of his head, 

And the other grew out of his . 

(Chorus) Maybe you don't believe me. 

Maybe you think I lie. 

But if you go down to Darbytown, 
They'll tell you the same as I, 

I 

Now upon this goat of Darbytown, 

The hairs they grew so thick, 

That it took all the girls in Darbytown, 

To find the end of his ........ 

Maybe you don't believe me, etc, etc. 

Now the man who owned this goat. 

He wasn't so very rioh. 

But the man who sold it to him. 

Was a regular son of a.. 

Maybe you dont believe me, etc. etc. 


Fond Wife, dear Wife. 



A man came stumbling home one night as drunk as he could be. 


He saw a hat upon the rack where his hat ought to be, 
"Fond Wife, dear Wife, you son of a bitch"says he, 

"Whose hat is that hat where ny hat ought to 1)6?" 


"You darn fool, you damn fool, you son of a bitcH"says she, 
"It's nothing but a piss pot, as you can plainly see", 
"Fond Wife, dear Wife, I've traveled o'er and o'er". 


"But I've never seen a piss pit with 


One Simmer's Day. 

Qnfi. summers day. 

In bed they lay. 

All decked in red and yellow. 
Two rosy lips. 

Two snow white hips. 

And, Oh the lucky fellow. 


lining in before." 



IX. 

Two weeks rolled by. 

He heaved a sigh, 

A sigh of shame and sorrow. 
Two pimples pink, 

'Peered on his dink. 

There may be more tomorrow. 




(OVER) 






[Typescript continued from front] 



Some die of drinking whiskey, 

And some die of drinking beer. 
Some die of diabetes. 

And others diarrhoea. 

But of all the damn diseases. 

The one that I most fear. 

Is the drip, drip, drip. 

And the drop, drop, drop. 

Of the God damn gonorrhoea. 




The Irishman gets drunk on Whiskey, 

The Englishman gets drunk on Ale, 

Hot Scotch makes the Scotchman frisky. 

The Germans drink beer by the pail. 
Opium makes the Chinee dopey, 

Turkeys the hootohie kookchie do, 
Jfca&fttget drunk on any kind pf boose. 
Every race gets a jag on but the Jswb. 
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ROLLICKING JOHN 


v5i 


Rollicking John came home one night, 
As drunk as he could be, 
soar a hat upon the rack 
Where his hat ought to be* 


"Oh, my dear wife, my darling wife, 
WSr faithful wife' 1 , said he, 
"Whose hat is that upon the raok 
Where my hat ought to be*" 


"Oh, you old fool, you damn fool. 
You son of a bit oh," said she 
"That*8 only a fancy thunder-mug 
% mother gave to me." 

"In all try travels ’round the world. 

Then thousand miles or more, 

A ribbon on a thunder-mug 
1 never sew before*" 




Rollicking John came home one night. 
As drunk as he could be, 

And saw a head upon the bed- 

Where his head ought to be* 


"Oh, my dear wife, my darling wife, 
Jty faithful wife," said he, 
"Whose head is that upon the bed 
Where my head ought to be*" 


"Oh, you old fool, you damn fool,. 

You son of a bitch," said she, 
"That’s only a fancy pumpkin, 

My mother sent to me." 

"In all my travels ’round the world. 

Ten thousand miles or more. 

Red whiskers on a pumpkin 
I never saw before*" 





mMSm S, JOHH. (continued) 


Rollicking John oame home one night , 

As drunk as he oould he, 

And saw a thing within a thing 
Where hie thing ought to be, 

"Oh, my dear wife, ny darling wife, 
faithful wife," said he, 

"What is that thing within a thing 
Where my thing ought to he," 

"Oh, you old fool, you damn fool. 
You son of a hitch," said she 
"That's nothing hut a rolling pin 
My mother sent to me," 

"In all my travels 'round the world, 

Ten thousand miles or more, 

Ballioks on a rolling pin 
I never saw before*" 



THE 7/HOHEY CREW. 




There were five whores from Hew Orleans 
Sipping their beer and. wine. 

And the only conversation was 

"Your woof’s no bigger than mine.” 

***** 


"listen to me" said the first whore, 
Hy woof f s of the largest class 
A ship sailed up one evening f 

And never touched a mast#" 


Chorus - 


So tickle my tits, you bastards. 
And smell of my slimey slue. 
And kiss my arse, you dirty fucks 
I f ni one of the Whorey Crew# 

***** 


"You’re a liar" said the second whore. 

"My woof’s as big as the moon, 

A ship sailed up in November, and 
Never came down till June." 

Chorus 


***** 


You re a liar" said the third whore, 
For mine’s the largest of all 
A fleet of steamers floated up. and' 
Never came down at all." 

Chorus; - - - - _ 


***** 


"You’re a liar" said the fourth whore, 
"For mine’s the biggest of all 
The splashing of my monthlies * 

Is like Niagara Falls.” 

Chorus;- - - - _ 


***** 


(continued) 





(continued) 


jn mm t 


"You‘re liars'* said the fifth who re, 

"My woof's as big as the air t 
She sun and noon revolve about. 

And never singe a hair." 

Chorus: So tiokle my tits, you bestards. 

And smell of myslimey slue. 
And kiss my arse, yon dirty fucks 
I'm Captain of the Crew* 




I 
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Come along jolly fishermen. 

We love you very well - 

Holy gee, but ain't it cold? 

Come along jolly fishermen. 

We love you very well 

Have you any more soft shell crabs for tc sell? 
Singing o n nrtll I - c bi eT r; 

JL 'fw#* ■&*! <*•« C***- • 


I grabbed that crab by the very backbone,. 

Holy gee, but ain’t it cold? 

I grabbed that crab by the very backbone, 

And I lugged and I lugged until I got the bastard home, 
Singing off until I-dte?- 


Y/hen I got. home Mary Jane was asleep. 

Holy gee but ain’t it cold? 

When I got home Mary Jane was asleep. 

So I put it in the piss pot for the night to keep; 
Singing on until I die.* 


In the middle of the night Jane got up to do her due. 
Holy gee, but ain’t it cold? 

In, the middle of the night Jane got up to do her due. 
And the God-damn sea crab grabbed her by the flue - 
Singing on until I die. 


Said she'"John Henryl just as sure as you’re bom. 
Holy gee, but ain’t itcold? 

Said she "John Kenryt just as sure as you*#e born. 
There’s a devil in the pisspot got me by his horn - 
Singing on until I die. 


Said the old lady "Put on your overalls"- 
Holy gee, but ain’t it cold? 

Said the old lady "Put on your overalls”- 

And the damned sea crab grabbed me by the balls. 

Singing on until 1 die. 


Said she ’John Henry, can’t you dc a little bit”? 

Holy gee, but ain’t it cold? 

Said she "John Henry can’t yod ug& little bit? 

And she socked me in the eye with a stocking full of shit. 
Singing on until I die. 



- 2 - 


Now my story's ended and I oan’t say no more. 

Holy gee, but ain't it cold? 

Now ray story's ended and 1 can’t say no more, 

There's an apply up my asshole and you can have the core. 
Singing on until I die. 


i 




I found a little orab in under a stone 
And I tugged and tugged till I got him hone. 
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die. 


When I got home Mary Ann was asleep 
So 1 put him in the piss pot for to keep. 
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die. 


Mary Ann got up a job for to do. 

And the ofeab he grabbed a-hold of her fluq. 
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die. 

I sais "Mary Ann won’t you let a little fart 
To blow his face and your ass apart?" 
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die. 


Mary Ann she tried and she tried a little bit 
And she filled that orab’s face full of shit. 
Singing one-eye, two-eye, die. 
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Oh, they’re very fond of tail, 

Down at Yale, down at Yale. 

Oh, they*re very fond of .tail, 

Down at Yale, down at JYale. 

So they praotioe fornication. 

Sodomy and masturbation. 

For they’re very fond of tail down at Yale! 






Researches conducted at Harvard, 

By savants in Claverly Hall, 

Have conclusively proved that the hedgehog. 
Can hardly he buggered at all. 


And further exhaustive researches. 
Have incontrovertibly shown, 

Ihat comparative safety at Harvard, 
Is enjoyed by the hedgehog alone. 
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, Tho Vaeear Tell* 
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She was just a sailor's sweetheart 
And she loved her sailor lad 
But he left her broken hearted 
He was all she ever had 
But she still believes in sailors 
And she's true to the red, white and blue 
And though she is barred 
From the Navy Yard 
She loves her sailor boy posolutely* 





Oh, the minstrels sing of an English king, 
Who lived long years ago. 

Though he ruled the land with an iron hand 
His mind was weak and low* 

He loved to hunt the bounding stag. 

That roamed the royal wood. 

But better still he loved the thrill 
Of pulling the royal pud* 


His single regal garment was 
A woolen undershirt 
Which merely served to hide the hide 
It could not hide the dirt, 

'Twas wild and wooly and full of fleas. 

And his terrible tool hung down to his knees 
God save the bastard king of England, 


The Queen of Spain was an amorous dame 
A spritely jane was she. 

She loved to fool with the royal tool 
Of Hie Majesty over the sea. 

So she sent an invitation 
By a special messenger 
Inviting him to spend a week 
And copulate with her* 


Philip of France found this message by chance 
And swore to all his court 
"She loves me hated rival best 
Beoause me tool is short." 

So he sent to the Pope for syphilis sap 
To give the Queen a dose of olap, 

'Which wouldn't do a thing to Merrie England. 


Yflien news of this atrooious plot 

Reached England's royal halls. 

The King he swore by the shirt he wore 
He'd eat the Frenchman's balls. 

He offered half his kingdom. 

And a slice of Queen Hortense, 

To any man in England who 

Would nut the King of Fiance* 





J m m*m m& qi (continued) 


!Che gallant Duke of Suffolk, 

He took himself to France, 

Told the King he was a fruiter 

So the King took down his pants. 

He tied a thong to the Boyal prong 

And mounted his steed and galloped along 
And dragged him to the Bastard King of England. 

The Wing threw up his breakfast 

And fell fainting on the floor, 

For in the ride the Frenchman's pride 
Had stretched a rod or more. 

The ladies came to .London Town 
And stormed the castle wallt 
And cried "To hell with the British Crown, 

We'll hang him by his balls." 


So Philip of France ruled England then 
For three soore years and ten 
Beloved by all the ladies 

And admired by all the men. 

And as he sat upon the throne. 

His sceptre was his Boyal Bone 
With which he browned the Bastard King of England. 




THE BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND 


Oh, tha bards they sing of an English King 
Who swlsd ^long ysars ago, 

Ha rulad tha land with an iron hand, 

But his nind was weak and low* 

His ona and only garment 

Was a laatham unda rshirt, 

Altho it served to hida his hide, 

It could not hide his dirt. 

Ha daarly loved to hunt tha stag, 

‘ fithin^H^rbVhi'wood, 

And as he rede ha daarly loved 
To pull the royal pood. 

Ha was wild and woolly and fdll of fleas; 

His terrible tool hung down to his knees, 

iff 

God save thet;Qt»Wn^-England! 

1 

Now the Queen of Spain was an amorous dame, 
And an amorous dame was she, 

She loved to fool with his kajesty's tool 
From far across the sea. 

So she sent a special massage 
By a special messenger, 

And asked the King of England 
To spend a week w th her. 


The Bastard King of England,2 


When Philip of France ho hoard of this, 
Ho cried to all his Court, 

M 0h, she much prefers my rival. 

Because my prong is short!" 

So he sent the Duke of Sipp-and-Sapp 
To give the Quo on a dose of clapp. 

Clod save the King of England! 

h 

then the h*ws of this foul dosd 
Ha! come to England's Halls, 

The King ho swore by the shirt, he wore 
He'd have the Frenchman's balls* 

He offered half his Kingdom 

And a crack at the fair Hortense 
To any loya£ son of a bitch 

Vho'd nut the King of France. 

St xjukv 

So the nobla Duke of Essex 

Went to the Court of France, 

Where he said he was a fruiter, 

So the King took down his pants* 

He slipped a thong round the Royal dong 
And merrily merrily galloped along 
To the Castle gates of England! 



The Bastard King of England,3 


Nov the King he shit, and the King he snore. 
And he shot his lunch all o rer the floo 
For during the ride th$ Frenchman's pride 
Was stretched a yard or more* 

Then all the ladies of the land, 

They came to London town, 

And shouted round the Castle vails, 

"To Hell with the British Crown!” 

So Philip of France usurped the Throne, 

His scepter was his Royal Bone, 

And he buggered the King of England! 






She promised to meet me 

t ~~ ' . - .V •_ - ■ . ■; . ' ' - . 

^hen the ciock strikes'seventeen, 


,nd a half from town 


In, the stockyards, a mile 
Where the jsigfcs pigs’ feet, and hogs’ knees, and toi 
Sells for sirloin steak at ninety cents a pound 


She’s, knock-kneed and she ’ s crazy 


. She hasn’t got a bit of brain; 
They say her teeth are false. 
From eating Epsom salts. 


She is 

My s« 0 ♦ L., consumpt ive Sarali ’ Jane *' 

» 

So-me Janel 


(Refrain, used in the Army only) /} ( 

. . ' ajnJ — tzJH? 

' ■ And she don’t use no prophylactic. % 
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THE) YOUNG OBSERVER. 


Beside a Belgian waterfall 

One sunny Summer's day 

Beneath his shipwrecked battle-plane 

A young observer lay. 

His pilot on a telegraph pole 
Was not completely dead. 

And as he breathed his very last words 
The young observer said, 

"We're going to a better land 
Where everything is bright, 

Where the whisky grows on bushes. 

Play poker every night. 

You never have to work at all, 

Just 8it around and sing, 

iind there are 'beauooup' wild women. 

Oh Death, Where is tty sting? " 
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Oju^jj A-'V ' 7 

The Skinback FuAi lee re 

■Eyes right! Assholes tight 1 
Foreskins to the rear?" 

We*re the hoys 
Who make no noise, 

We're all got gonorrhea; 

refrain 

Oh, we're heroes of the night, 

For we'd rather fuck than fight, 

We're the heroes of the Skinback Fusileers* 
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It’s hone, boys, home. 

It*s home v.e ought to he, 

Horae, boys, home. 

In God's country. 

We'll nail Old Glory to the top of the pole 
And v.e»11 all re-anlist - in a pig's ass hole* 


* v * * * * * * * * 




A sol - 
A sol - 

A 30ldior I would be. 


F'ou - 
F'ou - 

P' curiosity. 


Two pis - 
Two pis - 

Two pistols at my side. 



or - 

Two pis - 
Two pis - 

Two pistols on ray knee. 

To fi^it for ray ount,- 
lo fight for my cunt,- 
To fight for ray country. 












BINS PANS POO. 


\J ^ 


"Oh, Bing Dang Doo, pray what is that. 

Soft and round like a pussy-oat, 

A hole in the middle, with a hair or twol " 
She said, "That is my Ring Dang Doo." 


One day there came a nioe young feller. 

She took him down into her cellar, ~ 

She gave him wine and whiskey/too. 

And let him play with lung Dang Doo. 


"You Sod damn fool," her mother said, 

"You've gone and bust your maiden-head. 
So paok your trunk and suit-case too. 

And go to hell with*^tng Dang Doo." 


She went down town and became a whore. 

And hung this sign above the door, 

"Two dollars down, no less will do. 

And 1*11 let you play wit!i*fiing Dang Doo." 

*\ 


They come by ctaes\ the^r confe by twos. 
Just to plaj( wi^th Ring Pang Doo. 
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BIHG-DANG-DOO • 


\) qJx/L^Tv-\ 


As I was strolling through the woods, ( 

I came across some damaged goods, T 
She had the clap and the syphilis too, , \ 
And she played a tune on her Ring-Dang-DoqJi 


u*. 
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"Ifly pretty maid, pray what is that. 

So nice and round, like a ptLssy cat. 

Split up .the middle, with a hair or two?" 

"Why, sir," she said, "that’s my Ring-Dang-Doo." 


She took me down into her cellar. 

She said I was one damn fine feller. 

She gave me wine, and whiskey too. 

And she let me play with her Ring-Dang-Doo. 


She took me up into heribed. 

She put a pillojr beneath my head. 
She t ook rap into her hand. 

And pi&Saa it in the premised land. 


"You god-damn fool" her Mother said, 
"You’ve gone and lost your maidenhead, 

So pack your trunk abd your suitcase too. 
And go to hell with your Ring-Dang-Doo," 
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"Oh, Mother dear, I’m not to blame. 

When you were young you done the same - ' 
From sweet sixteen to seventyfrtwo. 

My old man played with your Ring-Dang-Doo." 


She went downtown and became a whore. 
She hung her sign before her dcor, 

"Gome all you soldiers and sailors too. 
Come take a crack at my Ring-Dang-Doo#” 


One day there camd a iity\slicker, 

He liked his tail M-’th\lot'fe of liquor, 

He had the clap andXthei syphilis too, 

And he stayed all night\witA ^ing-Dang-Doo. 


ne suayea^ aix ni^nx \wim^ing-nang-iJOO. 


The mountaineers have 'hairy ears 
They wear long leather britches. 

They flop their cocks against the rooks. 
They’re such hardy sons of bitches. 

i 

Great glee they reap from diddling sheep 
In crannies, nooks and ditches. 

What care they a damn be it dam or ram, 
They’re such hardy sons of bitches. 

The mountaineers they have no fears 
They do not stop at trifles. 

They hang their balls upon the walls. 

And shoot at them with rifles. 


' j ~ ’* V . Livedla- maid 

‘ : ’ Vr '''' . ;■ ’■ .‘ •- .. . ■ - r 

Till along cama a squire. 
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And h® took her ho»3®t nane* e 
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So aha journey ad up to London 


l\ s ' 


For to hide har guilty ahaaa, 
And ,thoro anothap aquira 
Took hor'naaa again* 
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v In'the village in the country ; 
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Her parenta aadly lira*'; . 

They d’rink tha champaign aha aonda.tfravy 

V. >'■ ' j -» • . ’ ' ’■ ' . 

t But they never can forgive. 
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THE DEVIL ME LIVES IM A HELL OF A PLACE 


Words and music by Henry W«Hetzel 


The climate js sultry , no sea breeze 
And it's been a long while since ti 
The chambers are stuffy and every 
Is made of asbestos,-each table a 
As long as 1. live | never will pay 
A visit to Hades,, where you can't 
I’ll be damned if | go there , in a 
For the Devil he lives in a hell of 

But ” no rose," they say/‘without its 
There are drawbacks to heaven . as 
The climate and scenery; are pdssi 
But IW. doubtful somewhat/of Vsoci 
jTidny a ; pious • Old HypbcritiJ,; 
Has .'gone above./.in glory to sit, 
And' condemned ' in : hell , foreber tb 
Such’ good honest fellows, like yoi 
So ,1 iving in Hades/may be no: d 
Tho the Devil: he lives /in a hell b 















When I was Young and Handsome 


then I was young and handsome, 

It wa» my great delight 
To attend the balls and dances, 

And stay out late at night* 

0, I met him in tne ball room* 

I met him there by chance* 

I knew ne was a sailor 

By looking at his pants* 

His shoes were brightly polished, 
His hair was neatly combed* 
fe danced around the ball room, 

And then he asked me home* 

It vriii ‘. ‘hally • • 

It was in my father's hall-way 
That I was lead astray* 

It was in my mother's bed-room 
That I was forced to lay* 

He lay me down so gently. 

He pulled my dress so high. 

And then he said, "Now, Nellie, 

You must do it, dear, or die." 


BREACH OP PROMISE CASE. 


Laura Johnson Supreme Court, 

vs. N *•J • 

Rev.George A.Burton. In Trespass. 

James Matlaek Seovel, 

for PlantiIf, 

Henry S.Seovel, 

for Defendant• 


This ease was tried "before Judge Parker, a Justice of the Supreme 
Court of New Jersey and a Presbyterian Elder in the very odor of sanc¬ 
tity. James Matlaek Seovel was opposed by Henry S.Seovel,his son, the ^ 
colored defendant!s counsel. 

The plantlff-s eounoel said among other things; . 

GENTLEMEN OP"THE JURY,- The defendant, Breer Burton, says the A widow 
of eight years' standing, and that he had heard that a widow in that 
state of "carnal eonoupisenee M was Just A$ GOOD AS MEW. 

"Now, gentlemen of the Jury" ,to my mind this expression from this 
so-ealled man of God only shows a bad ease of MALA MENS, or evil mind 
fatally bent on mischief and copulation. What right has this blaek 
pounder and expounder of the everlasting Gospel to know how long one of 
his flock has been without a mouthful of "eafcfc?" 

"Breer Burton says,this oleaginous 'eoonj this lecherous terrapin, 
this stallion shod with fire', in feeble excuse of his alasl too frequent 
visits to my client, the fair and buoksum woman(N.B.-she was indeed of a 
yellow color and fair to look upon) who wears the livery of the burnishd 
sun - Burton said, he only 'went down to fix de widow's hen coop. 

"Now,gentlemeaof the Jury, you know how it is yourself - for most m 
of you, I fear, in the days of your youth have 'trod the primrose path 
of dalliance',SEMI-occaslonally, Was it indeed for this so-called man m 
of God to go and see this beautiful blaek sheep, morning, noon-, and night 
for the evidence discloses the damning fact that Breer Burton lingered 
in sweet and amorous dalliance with Laura Johnson, till like Romeo, he 
out watched the very nightingale* I can truthfully say that this so-cal¬ 
led minister of the Gospel, who, like the ancient Iago, was only fit to 
lead apes in hell and chronicle small beer,'that in his visits tofhis 
loving member of his congregation, he played Petrarch to her LAURA,first 
he billed and then he cooed, then he osculated, and then he copulated - 
like the amorous he goat that he is- and as the ancient fornicator, Rabe¬ 
lais, beautifully remarks, he played two 'downs' to her one up' and anti 
cipated her on third. 

"Possibly being one of Shakespeare's scholar^, this black Abelard, 
as he mounted in hot haste his dusky Heloise, quoted from the divine 
William Shakespeare, who sits pensive and alone above the hundred handed 
play of his own imagination - as he said; 

"Spread thy close curtains love performing night, that Romeo Burton 
may leap to Laura Johnson's arms untftlked of and unseen." 

(Here Judge Parke cheeked the rising applause of the audience with 
with his gavel and said with apparent relish;"Go right on Colonel Jim; 
this case is not lacking in interest to this flourt.) 

Counsel protesting against levity, proceeded and aald; 




2 • 

"I 3 ®« before me the three dusky daughters of this unhappy, kindless 
^.reaeherous and lecherous defendant at ghe bar - their own father, who 
admits he got on his knees and invoked the Divine blessing before he mou¬ 
nted the willing Laura, to whom he promised marriage. I see the three Burton 
girls - trained perjurers, to save the old man from the consequences of his 
lechery. Gaze on these three'Cleopatras of the OOze'- they toll not, neither 
do they spin, but Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like these Burton 
girls in their red shawls 1" 

(Here the Burton girls made mouths at the counsel who retorted: "You 
dusky bitches, don't you dare make mouths at mel") 

Judge Parker cried: "Order, order - but let the case proceed. It grows 
In interest.® 

"It was the duty,"said the plaintiff's counoel, "of the Rev.George Bur¬ 
ton to Allure to brighter worlds and Lead the way. He did no such thing. 

He seduced the plaintiff under a promise of marriage. He is a miserable and 
breachy eoon who merits condign punishment at your hahds. 

"And the irate Laura when Burton went off and married another yellow 
girl, pursued the fugitive Burton with a horse pistol weil nigh three feet 
longj and Breer Burton ean thank God that counsel pacified the avenging fury 
of Laura Johnson else this MUD-TURTLE of the Zion Chhrch would not now be 
cumbering and encumbering the earth, not even on praying ground and plead¬ 
ing term%! 

"When this fornicating man of God ought to have been leading Laura by 
the still pastures and gweet waters of the Gospel, he spent his time, the 
hoary-headed old sinner, in exploring her quivering thighs, and the demesnes 
which there adjacent lie; as he kissed her he said: 'Hang there sweet soul 
like ripe fruit till the tree dies.' He plunged in mediae res, recklessly, 
when he ought to have married the woman he seduced, according to law. 

"Shall this black stallion, shod with fire, be longer allowed to pursue 
his lewd and lecherous cause araont the mettled fillies of the Macedonian A 1 
Afro-American Church ? Shall this wild ass of the mountain continue to sa 
cavort on the hillside of his illicit Zion with his dusky harem ? Cavort - 
in the name and in the livery of the Savloxt of mankind ? Nevert God forbid; 
Let this wild arab of fornication from the dusky purlieus of South Camden 
be forthwith lassoed with the law; this continental, calossal and unmiti¬ 
gated he-whore." 

Judge Parker charged in favor of the fair Laura. 

The verdict was for $150. much to the disgust of the junior Scovel*. 


CAMDEN, N.J.,March 1, 1890 
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Hot Tanalas 

* 

John and holly hy the tdtf' 

I ndulge d in youthful follies* 

The sun shone strong on Johnnies ares* 

The sand vas hot Taaales* * 

ism 



71/C EMBERS of an older generation will remember how it 
1VX began;, f 

'Twas a balmy summer evening, and a goodly crowd was 
there 

That well-nigh filled Joe's barroom on the comer of the 
Square, 

And as songs and witty stories came through the open 
door 

A vagabond crept slowly in and posed upon the floor. 

The derision that greeted his poor appearance left our hero 
only a little sadder: 

. . . Come, boys, I know there's kindly hearts among so good 
a crowd; 

To be in such good company would make a deacon 
proud. . ♦ . 

Say. give me another whiskey and I'll tell you what I'll do— 
I'll tell you a funny story, and a fact, I promise too; 

That I was ever a decent man, not one of you would think, 
But I was, some four or five year back, say, give us an¬ 
other drink. 

D fortified, he proceeded with his unhappy story. t€ l was 
jotier. ... I saw the star of fame before my eyes.” 
And then, I met a woman—now comes the funny part— 

With eyes that petrified my brain, and sunk into*my 
heart. 

The Drifter's readers know the rest only too well. Young 
love returned and then betrayed: “The jewel I had treas¬ 
ured so had tarnished and was dead.” And then the de¬ 
nouement: 



That's why I took to drink, boys. Why, I never saw you 
smile, 

I thought you’d be amused and laughing ail the while. , . . 

Say, boys, if you'll give me another whiskey, I'll be glad, 

And I'll draw right here the picture of the face that 
&ove me mad; . . . 

Another drink, and with chalk in hand,* the vagabond 
began 

To sketch a face that well might buy the soul of any 


man, . k : ^ 

Then as he placed another lock upon the shapely head, 
With a fearful shriek he leaped and fell across the pic- 
ture—dead. 

***** 
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which you give, the truth is that while the number actually 
coming in to the country was below the quota figure, yet the 
number of visaa issued equaled the full quota and persons hold¬ 
ing unused ones are eligible for admission after June 30 in 
addition to the quota of the present year. 

Philadelphia, October 9 J, M. Shaw, 

Editor, Service Talks, 
Philadelphia-Rapid Transit Company 

Drink and Modern Industry 

To thk Editor of Th* Nation: 

Sib: It occurs to me that the revolt against prohibition is 
also « revolt against our present industrial order. Drinking, 
even in moderation, implies carefreeness, and there is ho place 
for that in the order -of things under industrialism. Workers 
have to be sober, rigid, and staid in their habits. Speed and 
efficiency give no quarter to anyone who wants to take thrtdme 
to sip a glass of wine. They don’t even permit a leisurely 
manner of eating. 

New York, October 9 Morgan Mavo 


Contributors to This Issue 

Robert Dell is The Nation*8 correspondent in Paris. 

Anne Haro will send The Nation another report from 
the coal district. 

Ernest Sutherland Bates was formerly on the faculty 
of the University of Oregon. 

Robert C. Francis was an official delegate at the Stock¬ 
holm conference which he describes in his article. 

Edgar Lee Masters wrote “A Spoon River Anthology,” 
“Domesday Book,” and other poems and novels. 

H. L. Mencken is editor of the American Mercury and 
author of “The American Language.” 

Zona Gale is the author of “Miss Lulu Bett” and “Birth.” 

Henry Raymond Mussey, formerly managing editor of The 
Nation, is professor of economics at Wellesley College. 

Lola Ridge is the author of “Ghetto” and “Sun-Up.” 

Dorothy Graffe is on the editorial staff of The Nation. 

James Murphy was a British correspondent in Rome un¬ 
til last summer. The Fascist censorship made his work 
so difficult that he went to Paris, where, he writes, “we 
know much more about Italy than they do in Rome.” 









There was a (rod damn spider 
Lived up a water spout 
’Long came a hell of a thunderstorm 
And washed the bastard, out. 

But when the fuoking sunshine 
Dried up the farting rain 
That raring, tearing son of a bitch 


Went up the spout again 






Another and eoraevhat liberal rendition of Villon*s Ballade and Orison 

^ ./ 

by Hurray Godwin-"'"' .. r,.. ,.. .1 

Good Noe* first planter of the vine* 

And Lot , who on the cavern cup 
Got sousedr and sossled, oocked with wine, 

Knooked both thy homely daughters up 
(I mean no pepper in thy tup), 

Arohitriclinus, who in the bowl 
Pound Wisdom, gare with a kind hiccup 
On Ootard’s worthy, well-primed soul. 

s He was a rumhound, thoroughbred. 

Strong for the three-star stuff, and yet. 

If that were lacking, he*d gur.jsle Instead 
At red knk or white mule; anything wot 
And loaded to kill was with him well met; 

Though leaking schnapps from every hole, 

Ho*d cling to the bottle —— blessings get 
On dotard’s worthy, well-primed soul. 

I used to watch him making for port. 

Heaving his cargo, wrenching his rump; 

And oneem I recall, he was brought up short 
By a butcher’s stall, with a hellish bunb—— 

Sp pickled he was that he flouted the thump— 

Tanked to the eyelids, blinddas a mole— 

®iine the soft lights of your heavenly dump 
On dotard's worthy, well-prined soul. 

L’moi 

Whenever he farted he burned his panto, 


Godwin —2 


Hi 0 turd was like a smoking coal— 

Good Masters* don't# pray# look askance 
On Ootard*e worthy, well-primed soul* 

This rendition, aays Frere Godwin, "however faulty, has 
the merit of being leas rocky and more in the spirit of the original 
whioh I have not read, than the translations of the Rev* Payne, the 
Rev. Lepper, and others of the same sad breed.” 
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Tke Flapper's ^Dele****, by kr. Period. 

Tke Backe^or' • s^Dre**,. by do Wat Skeats. 

Tke Brow* Spots o*. tke,Wall, by Fluag Duag Hi. 

• * • s S — * 

Tke Price of.a GoOtl, Tiae, by Pater Bi|ras. 

, • • . - , ’ j *' 

Tka' Secoad Coaiag, by /wica Kaigkt. 

Tk« Happy Sckoolgirl, by Iry Gaadle. 

Tke Deai- Vargia, By Rector Box. 



Dow* o* tke Aaazoa, by Col. Liagus. 
la-Djttck, by Rkoda Hollaader. 

Tke Nubia* Priacfps, by Erasaus B. Black. 

Tke Torn Kiaono, by Seyaore Hare« 

Tke Cryiag Need, by Uaa Peased. 

Tke Cry i* tke Nigkt, by BitaTitzoff. 

■' i ' ' 

Tke Creaa of tke Jest, By Screwader Iaa Pkua. 

( . * ' \ 

Tke Perfect k*rri*ge, by Gerald Fitzs&uda and kaude Fitzgerald* 

S. ; 

Solitary Bliss, by I.^Jerkoff. 

v , ■ . 

Tke Yellow Flood, by I.P. Freely. 


Tkree I* Baa, By Igot Tripletz. 
Passioa Fruit, by Usa Baaaaa. 

Tke Power of Tkot, by E. Rectio*. 


Tka Barred Door, by Skesa kaideakead. 
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The Easiest Way, by Vilen* Backs* 

t ■ • '. 

How to Reduce YourWife, by Rid*r Haggard* 

The Brown Spots on the Floor, by Crawling Child* 
Im$bod^s Hot kaaa, by Shesa Prick Skinner* 

*** 

"It's a hollota life," said the poor Queen of Spain, 
"Fire minute* of pleasure, and nine months of pain** 1 

, V ? ' ■ 

» * . t ‘ . 1 ' 

“Fir* minutes of pleasure, nine months of pain. 

Two weeks of rest, and at it again.■ 






W. a htU of alif.," ' 

f ten * I ^ v , * - 

Sr>fp Said the quean of Spain 


mm 


'Nino months leave 


20 to 30, night and mo rning, 
40 to 50, nigit 2JL morning. 


50 to 60, now and then 


60 to 70, God knovs whan 


•" * ‘ 


' • Extracts from ths diary of a young woman's first sea trip. 

. Tuesday* It's wonderful out on ths boundless deep. Such sun,and wind 

. ... \* '■ \ \\ • .■ , - t , N .v^ ' 

■I/' f /•<-*; *• . ‘ ’ . ; ' ; • ■•!,.•••.•’ ’ 

and blue eky!' And 1'k not the least seasick-but oh, so lonesome! >• 

r , Wednesday- Ate at the officer's table. Such charming men. There is sops 

thing so attractire about seafaring man. 

\ .Thursday- The chief engineer has been so attentire. Wi» walked about tho 

decks till most midnight. Such a viril manly type,' I am quite wild about him. 

Ip^i •' ;V/ 1 . 

chief engineer again walked with me. Gorgeous moon. I 

vent to hie cabin for a moment - so epic and span, but eo bare!- he made improper 

■ ■&' 4^ : '- ', ■l\y :■ -' ; y *■ • < v : .'■ ■My 

advances, and I left in a huff, of eourse. 

Saturday- The chief engineer is really quite desperate. He cornered me 

- ■ .j ■ • V ■ 

up, on deck tonight and threatened to blow up the ehip if I don't eonceed to hie da- . 

'stands. The purser says there are orer 450 women and children alone, on board, hy God! 

is Sunday-:: Saved the'lives of 450 women and children tonigit. §|j| 


mt 

mstl 

mm 
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BUSLE CALLS 



ASSEMBEY. 


There's a soldier in the grass, with a 
Talce it out, take it out, take it out. 



Bullet up his ass, 
take it out. 


MESl OiAL L . ^ 

Come and get your porky without any lean. 

Come and get your soupy without a single Bean. 



caiU 


\ 



Oh, the aavalry, the artillery, and. the dirty engineers, 

They couldn’t lick the doughboys in a hundred thousand years. 



_mam 


We're the rugged bucwieers. 

We have hair behind crd? ears, 

And we wear leather tfreetches. 

We slap our oocTts against the rooks 
We're hardy sons of bitches* 

* * *y y 

\ 

We wipe our ass <fn \broken glass. 

We do not care fpr\trifles. 

We hang our balls upon the walls. 

And shoot/at them with rifles. 
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(f r _ . , „i lTr President _You low-do wn son-of- 

I <!r * “m 0 S:l + v. i'ot half hduah I have been attempting to 
a-biteh" *or the las * ^ j catch youah eye you 

shrink 8 anl^cringe Uke a^g with a flea up his ass. + 

a _l Compayah the puny faint* 
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Variation on Frankie and Johnny 
or 

Carl Sandburg forgets himself 
before the Perth Amboy Woman's 
Browning Society 

And yet, I loved him with a love 
As pure as are the heavens above 
When with that yellow Nellie Elye 

I caught him- 

wasn’t he my man? 

Hadn't I danced and crooned and sung for him, 
And walked the streets when my feet ached 
And talked to god damned white men 
who eaw in me 
Phantasmagoria in ebony, 

Muscles like knots in trees 
Black on : *white sheets 

And shades between- 

Chiaroscuro? 

But he was my man, 

God damn his soul. 

For him I saved inricacies of technique, 

His only were the niceties, the delights 
an 

which to Ancient Greek 
Atoned for philosophic nights 

Spent quibbling on the merits of milk and honey 
Respectively 

If you please. ’ ’• 

~ . > ’ , v . 
r •/ ■ . 
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F. & J. Variation-3 


So, when that yellow Nellie came along, 
High stepper, straight from Albany 


high toned, 


Where no poor 


whites knew her, but - Senators 


-T let him go. 

what else was left? 

£g&. when my curiosity 

Directed me to peep 

Thrduoh the- window so high 

And there I watched my lovin’ man johiiny 

’ ,r ith that gal named Nellie Blye 

Too well I loved him 

To stand for jk such poor workmanship 
I pulled that gun, 

I said I'd shoot, 

But when that forty-four 
Want root-a-tat-toot 
-j.fy god, I loved that man.' 


Reported, from stenographic notes 
tiken under the inspiration of 
Vittoria, a waitress whom Dowson 
might have loved, by none other 
than Saul Pierre Carson. 
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“RALEIGH, WASHINGTON!' 


The Raleigh 


ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF*. 


Washington,D.C., 


L. G. SIZ ER, Manager 
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THE OLD SPORT, 


The Old Sport sat in his grand stand chair, 

VTith dung on his pants and. lice in hi a hair, 

And his voice rang out on the evening air* 

'•He’ll win in a walk, by gosh!" 

"His record’s straight, he can’t go slow— 

He's out of Black Bess and Hungry Joe— 

And of all that field he’ll makB a shot*; 

He'll win in a walk, by gosh!" 

"Just wait till you see thorn turn him loose. 

He’ll go through that field lit® shit through a goose 
Just like an ace a-beating a deuce* 

Ho’ll win in a walk, by gosh!" 

They cane down the stretch and that bastard w a a third 
He worked up to second, then slipped on a turd 
And fell in the ditch. . • And that son of a bitch 
Hover finished at all, by gosh! 
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SOCRATIC LOVI 

Thd story goes that Socratep 

r 

That wise Athenian codger, 

Carried concealed beneath his clothe* 

A rara avis dodger 

Wherewith he used, wnenas iaxlxiuui he felt 
Particularly nippy, 

To ransack holes that did not 
* -Appertain to liisiXantippe* 

Young Alcibiades, they say, 

Was such a pink of fashion, 

As to excite old Socrates 

Into a flame of passion. 

Which spurred him not Xantippe-wards 
To coddle and to hug 'ar, 

But filled him with a violent 
And lewd desire to bugger. 

Now wit ye walJjthat in these parte 
It was not considered nasty 
For sage philoeopners to turn 
Their tools to pederasty. 

The sapient Plato, whom they called 
In those old times, the kaster, 

Did know, a tergo, as they say, 

A pretty boy, hight Aster; 

And old Diogenes, who throve 

By raising of the dickens, 



Socratic Lora, 2 


fas wont to occupy ail bums, 

From pupils down to chickens. 
Whilst that rererad and austere man, 
The great and pious Solon, 

Did penetrate a Thracian youth 
Onto his transverse colon. 

In Inort it was the usuax thing 
For horny Greeks to diddle 
This gummy rent, instead of that 

With the ladies piddle. 

A 

Mow Alcibiades was tall 

And straight as any arrow; 

His buttocks thrilled old Socrates 
Onto his very marrow. 

No hairs had yet profaned tha vale 

That cleft those glebes asunder- 
No nairs to stay the feted breath 
6f : bor^o g»al . t hunde r- 
No hair to interrupt the course 
Of his diurnal ordure, 

And gather from that excrement 
A rank dillberric bordure. 

His sphincter was as fair a band, 

So Socrates protested, 

As ever kept one's vituals in, 

Or passed them all digested. 


Socratic Love, 3 


No hemorrhoids had ever marred 

It8 soft and sensuous beauty, 

And on its virgin folds no prick 
Had spent its pleasing duty. 

Like some sweet bud it nestled there, 

While the winds blew gently thru it- 
Scenting the breeze old Socrates 
lore madly longed to do it. 

But Alcibiades was wont 

To make absurd objection 
Whan Socrates proposed the scheme 

Of forming a connection. 

chUpi^h 

The youth conceived the^whira 
That buggery was nasty, 

And so he kept his virgin bum 
Unstained by pederasty. 

So he grew from day to day, 

And his arse waxed hourly fatter 
Till Socrates was nearly dead 

To got at that fecal matter. 

It so befell that, on a day 

In sweaty Summer weather, 

They walked to the Acropolis 
Quite casually together. 

And as they walked the youth bent down 
To tie his sandle laces- 


Socratic Love, 4 


They always ooae unloosed, you know, 

At the aeanost times and placas*- 
And as ho stooped ho liftsd high 
And iaft without protection 
The entire tract of his lower gut, 

From the pod to the sigmoid flexion. 
For weeks and taoths old Socrates 
Had had a Priapism, 

And his ponderous odds- a sight for gods, 
Were both surcharged with gizrn. 

Seeing that burn, and this rare chance, 

He straightway set to spot 'em, 

So he hit *ia a lick with his attic prick, 
And occupied Alev’s hot ton. 

In vain the poor Atheniar^agged, 

Bellowed, pissod and farted, 

Full Twenty iinutas *lapsed before 
His friend and he were parted* 

And while old Socrates explored 

* 

f) ? • +?. ^ i '' N f •* , ..:, -i 

The tantalizing ■gloria® 
hr rugae and of-plicae 

And of quivv-ring lavatories, 

The victem of his lust cried out, 

"Ihue, that X in vain I 
Should to this hour have kept intact 
ky rosev sphincter ani! 

Boi that I ms to keep it sweet 

And clean for this old dodger, 








Socratic Lova, 5 


With his three cornsred prong 

And his greasy bails, to rogerl 

Wily did I not yeald up ray chams 

To Xenophons Babraces, 

As I've had the chance to do 

At divers times and places! 

Why not givseup ay wealth 

Of callipygoua treasures 

To handsome Cimcn's burning lust, 

Or Pious Plato's pleasures! 

He 7 would these men have gloried 

In my coy and virgin rectum! 

With no tho't of vagrant dung, 

<f>r 

0cundroms to protect 'era! 

3ut now! Ye Gods! this lecherous goat, 
With sardonic skulduggery, 

Doth rive my arse in twain with his 
Incarnate god of buggery• 

And when he pulls that pintle out 
With which now ha shuts in 
The sigh my liver longs to vent, 

Thi Hew shallel keep my guts in!* 

Thus railed the youth against nis fata, 
Which threatened to undo him, 


Socratic Love, 6 


But Soc, all headless of his cries 


Right briskly socked it to hia. 


He packed his spana sc fimly in 
That colon soft and callow, 
That when "thereafter Alev pooped, 
The poop was laostly tallow. 


Accredited zo Eugene Field. 
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Be 1*0*3 to the breeaea 


That blow thrj* the treeseo 
And waft girle* Chineses 

Above their re tty kneesos. 

Kioe things one seesea 

And does what one pleases 


And gets i<trends diseases 
By Jeeses, by Jeeses* 
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Wheat memory keep* m mupany, and. moves 
A weather-beaten object loess thru the ■iWKMK3r«»i 
3ehind the house and bare it stood, a halt aTjIiiy oa? 

And hurrying feet a path lad aade, straight to Ut 
Its architecture was a type of aittple olasfttc art- 
But in the tragedy of life, it played a tragic parts 
And oft a passing traveller drove slow, and heaved « afeik, 

So; see the modest hired girl slip oat with glances sh£% 

we bad our poaeqr gardea that the women loved m well; 

1 loved ft toe, bat better still* I loved the strongestssw&l 
That filled the evening breesss So fall of homely cheer 
And told the night o'ariakea stamp that human life was nssr„ 
on lasy August afternoons it sade a little 
Delightful, where say gran&sire sat, and while's, away bn hoax* 
yor there the summer mornings its very cares entwined 
And berry bushes reddsded in the stressing sell behind. 

And fat day spider© epun^ dfeelr webs to catch bussing fiiei 

That flitted to and from the souse where la was baking pies* 

And once a ew&rm of hornets bold, had built a palace there 
And stung my unsuspecting &&nA~, 1 must net tell you Where? 

Then father took a flaming pole - that was a happy day - 
He nearly burned the building up, but th« hornets left to stay. 
When summer bloom began to fade and winter to oar. as#. 

We banked the little building with a heap of her. look 

But when the oraet was on the stow, and the sail so skies sere gray 
'In sooth the building was no place where one would wish to stay.; 
re did our duties promptly, there one purpose swayed tb% mind;? 

We tarried not, nor lingered long on what one la ft. behind. 

The torture of that- icy seat would .vital sysSSertan wfet , 
yor needs must aorape the gooee fjcj l fc ittfflfc M Xfteerdfl 
That from a frost-enoruated nail was euepended from ft 
; Ky father was a fr.ugal SouX, end, wasted not a thing* 

When grandpa had: to go- *out back.* .'and oak# hia r-rsrafip^ omit 1 
We*d bundle up the dear old es» with a Baffle? s:i6- ; 

I knew the hole on which he sat, twas padded all •>.round! , 

And once I tried to ait there I r twae all too »*. \« I found. 

My loins were all too little and I Jack-knifed there to stay 
They had to come and get as '.'tlOfttf « 


Then father sad® .ambition W&9' __ 

And T asset, nee the children**# bole '-Hill' ihildSui*-< 

But still I marvel at the craft that cut t horn hbl 
The baby hole, and the elender hole that fitted sister".Sue;.; 
That dear old country land mark; I have “tramped oanl u a‘> 
And in the lap of luxury, say lot has bom to git; 

But ere I die, pll eiit the frui% of trees I rob».d ©f .were 
Then seek theSfcsnty where ®$ ‘mm Is curbed upthe-ceor. 




I woen tbs old familiar smell will sootbv, 
I»m now a man. but none the leas 1*11 try 


V^.iVlry^t hole*. 
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Paul, the playful cabin boy. 

Mischievous little nipper. 
Pilled his arse-hole full of glass 
And circumcised the skipper. 
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'll A MAK-QEISD. 


A gentle nun, who had never strayed 
jj'ron the convent walls since, a toddling mid 
Gf three bright summers,they brought her there. 
Had grown to womanhood, pure and fair; 

She could use her needle with dainty skill, 
and to charm the hours that were long and still. 
She had learned with patient care to paint. 

And the pictured face of some good old saint, 
deemed oft from the canvas 'neath her hand. 

But, weary of these, one day she planned 
A picture fairer than all beside, 

That should be her masterpiece and pride - 
She would paint the Virgin Mother mild. 

In her sms upbearing the Holy Child. 

Be for many a day she toiled and wrought. 
Inspired by sweet and holy thought, 

Until the picture was all complete, 

From the haloed head to the sandaled feet. 

Then the patient artist said, “I will go. 

To the Mother Abbess that she may bestow. 

Some word of praise and her blessing sweet. 

On my picture fair that is all complete* 

From the haloed head to the sandaled feet.” 


She did not know that the wee sweet face 
Held close in the mother's fond embrace, 

Ko charm of baby or childhood wore - 
'Twas a little woman and nothing more. 

But the Mother abbess, seeing, smiled. 

And said in the gentlest voice, "My child, 

Tus Holy Babe was a Man-child bom, 

Ruddy and fresh us a waking morn." 

"But could they guess when so young and fair. 

That a sometime nan was nestling there?" 

"aye, daughter, the first faint breath before. 

And the mark still lingers when life is o'er." 
"But tell me, mother, that I may knew, 

\yhot spot or dimple or rosy glow. 

What cuwe of muscle or sweep cf limb 
When given to tie man-child, msrketh him?" 

"hay, child, pray Heaven though maye3t never know, 
.’.nut spot or dimple or rosy glow. 

Or wondrous shape ere he draws a breath, 

Marksth the man-child for life or death." 


(continued) 





TH2 IlABi: OF X MEi3lg &L ' (con* inued.) 


The abbess went in her holy way. 

And the novice knelt down in her niche to pray; 

But ever one thought disturbed her prayer - 
The mark of the man-child was not there. 

As she walked alone in some cloistered ground. 

Her heart all at once gave a sudden bound, 

For there was the gardener, strong and young. 

And as light of heart as brisk of tongue. 

She would ask if on brow or breast or limb 
The mark of the man-child showed on him. 

"Come u, to my reem," she said, "come quick" 

And, tossing aside his shovel and pick. 

Toward her virgin shrine his feet he set, 

Where the picture leaned on the easel yet. 

"Is it fair," she asked and he answered low, 

"'Iis a purty picture, as well ye knew. 

But ’tis not the Virgin bother’s joy, 

For,bless your sweet face, her babe was a boy." 

"He m know you?" "Why every spalpeen knows that," 
With a puzzled look said the laughing Pat. 

"Then tell me and show me," she said, "or I’ll say 
Tka*- to my room ;,ou have forced your way. 

And I’ll make you lose your place today." 

’Iwixt fright or frolio, or fear and pain. 

With an Irishman’s blood afire in his vein. 

And a pretty girl asking a thing like that - 
"i\V- what is a follow to do?" said Pat. 

One moment he paused, then aside he threw 
Hie leathern belt and his blouse of blue. 

And the mark of the man-child was brought to view. 

She opened wide her brown,bright eyes. 

And gazed with wonder and sweet surprise, 

On the mystical, magical, long-sought prize. 

The round soft roll, as it lay at rest, 

Gn two pink lobes, close together pressed. 

Like a baby’s face 'tween its mother's breasts. 

And, as with her white hand quivering, 

She touched the magical, mystical thing. 

She felt it between her fingers stir. 

It .uemed to rise up and nou at her. 

Wit!', a thrill that crept from her heart to her lips. 
And crimsoned her brow and finger tips, 

Eha: quickened her pulses and throbbed in her heart. 
And set all her senses astray and astart. 
iihe closed her eyes and she knew no more, 

Che had seen the mark that the man-child wore. 



s s£ ZM . SA I ri g~0mLi?7 Too nt inued; 


Lc.:^,' years went by, the novice strayed 

From her cloistered, nook in the convent shade, 

av i the fair-ha ; red daughters and brave-browed sons, 

u’cld how well her work in the world was done* 

But the abbess found in the din; old room, 
a picture shrouded in dust and gib ok* 

She drew it out to the light of day - 
How well she rer..entered its colors gay, 

-• -r sweet-faced Virgin, the baby fair - 

But the mark of the man-child was added there. 

0.,: look of horror she abbess gave, 

bhou a laugh rippled over her face like a wave, 

a.... ; , raising but' hands above her head, 

"hun: iooeul It 1 o uutrick’si” wus ail she said. 



?wtlur say mss. 


"This is a good one on me" said the choir leader, as the 
minister mounted her. 

'•Shis is a pretty hard proposition” said the flapper, sitting 
on her sheik. 


'•Something funny is going on here” said the whore, as the man 
put on a green french tickler. 


'•Here is where the fun comes in" said the hride, indicating 
her vagina. 


"Fare enough” said the conductor, crawling out of the whore's 
berth after the third piece of tail. 


"The game is worth the candle" said the old maid, and bought 
a dozen. 


"There is buggery aboard” said the cabin-boy, as he tasted 
shit on the first mate's prick. 


'•This is running into money” said the monkey, as he pissed in 
the cash register. 


"There goes another piece of tail” said the monkey, as he got 
too near the busz-saw. 


"That was no idle dream”, said the chamber-maid, as she stood 
the pajamas in the comer. 


"There's some-thing in that” said the burglar, as he stuck his 
hand in the piss-pot under the bed. 


"There’s something ih that” said the king,as he tapped the belly 
of his pregnant daughter. 

"A little goes a long way" said the hummingbird, as he shit 
from the limb of the tree overhanging the precipice. 

"That remains to be seen," said the monkey as he shit in the 
sugarbowl and slyly covered it up. 





gam!liar Sayings (continued) 


’’That can be looked at from both sides”, said the fly as 
he shit on the window-pane. 


"They’re of ft" said the monkey as he backed into the lawn- 
mower. 


"Come as often as you can" said the chorus-girl to her 
bald-headed boy friend.- 


"It's all right as far as it goes," said the wife to her 
short-peckered husband. 


"All that glitters is not gold" said the elephant as he 
pissed in the moonlight. 


"Nothing stirring there" said the professor as he stuck a 
finger up the mummy's ass. 


"X put my foot in it that time" said the burglar as he 
stepped in the piss pot under the bed. 


"We'-l have to take the matter up" said the Board of Health 
as they followed the elephant up the street. 


"That*s a great drawback" said the elephant, as he skinned 
hi 3 prick. 


"You can't shit me, big boy" said Jonah, hanging on the 
whale's entrails. 


"Business is picking up" said the street cleaner 
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